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PREFACE. 

I PEEL it a privilege to comply with the 
request which has been made to me, to 
write a few words, by way of introduction, 
to the Memoir of a revered and beloved 
friend. 

To those who knew personally the subject 
of this biography, no such introduction is 
required. He was a rare example of the 
Christian layman ; towering in grace, as he 
did in stature, above his compeers : beauti- 
fully illustrating the compatibility of the 
earnest prosecution of daily business in this 
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work-day world, with the highest verities of 
the saintly life. Oft quoted as the lines are, 
it is pardonable to transcribe them under so 
truthful and living a portrait : — 

** There are, Id this loud stanniug tide 
Of human care and crime, 
With whom the melodies abide 

Of th' everlasting chime ; 
Who carry music in their heart 
Through dusky lane and wrangling mart. 
Plying their daily taak with busier feet, 
Because their secret souls a holy strain repeat." 

These " everlasting melodies/' with their 
holy strain, followed Eobert Brown amid the 
world's duUest drudgeries ; and transfigured, 
what with others would have been secular 
and commonplace, into what is sacred and 
divine. Touching, surely, are those entries 
in his diaxy, in which such matters of com- 
mercial routine, as the despatch of the mail 
and the loading of his vessels, are made the 
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subject of prayer ; with the recorded convic- 
tion of special answers to these. " In every- 
thing by prayer," appears to have been the 
motto of his daily being. 

It is with the humble hope that his lofty 
and elevated example may encourage and 
stimulate others embarked in the same race 
with himself, encompassed with similar 
temptations and adverse influences, that this 
Memorial has been given to the world. 

The likeness prefixed conveys an inade- 
quate impression of the original No pencil, 
indeed, could satisfactorily portray the 
charm of the living. The gentle, intelligent 
expression ; above all, the soft lustrous eye, 
— ^unmistakeable index of the loving, trans- 
parent nature within, and which ever seemed 
to be lighted up with the radiance of that 
brighter world on which it was so habitually 
fixed; this pensive lustre increasing as he 
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was nearing his rest and his crown ; so 
that those "looking steadfastly on him, 
saw his face as it had been the face of an 
angel/^ 

To God's blessing, this Memoir of a " good 
and faithful servant," is, with earnest prayer, 
commended. 

A CITY CLERGYMAN. 
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MEMORIALS. 



CHAPTEE I.— 1822. 



EABLT LIFE. 



Egbert Brown was bom at Edinbttrgh on the 
2d of November 1822. He was the fourth in a 
family of nine children^ three of whom died in 
infancy. 

There is nothing remarkable among the remi- 
niscences of his early years, and few incidents 
are remembered worthy of note. The interest of 
his history commences with the dawn of spiritual 
life in his heart, which elevated a naturally re- 
fined and attractive character into one of rare 
excellence and beauty. "His love of truth/' 
writes his elder sister, his constant companion, 
** was always remarkable, and his dread of devi- 
ating from it very uncommon." This scrupulous 
truthfulness seems to have been partly natural 
and partly the result of very careful parental 
training. It was a trait that distinguished him 
through life, making him shrink from the use of 
phrases and sentences generally regarded as' mere 
conventionalities involving no sacrifice of truth. 
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The refinement and afiEectionateness of his nature, 
even from childhood, gave fair promise of that 
exquisite sympathy and sensitive consideration 
for the feelings of others which, in after life, 
attracted so many hearts. 

His love for his mother was intense, and his 
tender heart received a deep wound when she 
died in 1833. After her death, he was the chosen 
and constant companion of his father's sad walks 
to her grave in Greyfriars' Churchyard. On his 
return from one of these, he would come and 
whisper to his aunt, in low, touching accents, 
"We have been yonder to-day." Of this beloved 
mother he retained the most lively and devoted 
recollection, cherishing her memory with deep 
affection. Towards the close of his earthly pil- 
grimage. whUe passing through the many years of 
weakness and suflfering which lay between him 
and the land of rest, his father's house was stiU 
rendered a true home to him, where the most un- 
wearied solicitude was shown him by one who 
well filled his mother's place. 

With good abilities, he possessed no love of 
study : often did he regret in later years the time 
and opportunities idly wasted, at a period when 
precious seed might have been sown. At the age 
of fourteen, he was sent to a boarding-school in 
Liverpool, where he remained for two years ; after 
which, having chosen the profession of a mer- 
chant, he entered the firm of Messrs. Arbuthnot, 
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Ewait, and Co., liverpooL About this time he 
had a rheumatic fever, and, on recovery, his figure 
grew to the extraordinary height of six feet seven 
inches, rendering him a "marked" man in after 
life. 

During all those early years his life was accord- 
ing to the course of this world ; and, launched on 
the sea of Liverpool temptations, we have often 
heard him say, it was a marvel that, even as re- 
garded temporal concerns, he did not make ship- 
wreck. He was distinguished for a fund of 
humour, a ready wit, and a power of mimicry that 
rendered him very popular with his companions ; 
many and various were the frolics in which he 
was ringleader. A wintry gleam of light shone 
acl*oss his path at one time, when he became the 
subject of transient serious impressions, and even 
commenced teaching in a Sunday-schooL But 
these proved like the morning cloud and the 
early dew. The day-star had not yet arisen ; the 
" true light" did not shine. 

But whatever might have been the nature of 
Robert's career out of office-hours and beyond 
office restraints, he was industrious and regular at 
business. And after being several years in the 
Liverpool office, an eligible opening occurred in 
India, and the proposal was made that he should 
be transferred to Bombay. It was accordingly 
arranged that he should sail for India early in 
the year 1845. He spent a few weeks in London, 
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in accordance with business arraagements, pre- 
vious to his last visit home; and his younger 
sister, then at school near London, well remembers 
his manner of first alluding to the prospect of his 
near departure. Time after time they met, as with 
his usual affectionate consideration he took her to 
see the various sights of the great metropoUs, aad 
yet he never touched on the subject. At length, 
abruptly one day, and in the course of a totally 
irrelevant conversation, he hastily said, " Can you 
imagine what my feelings wiU be next month V 
Not one week had passed of this sister's school- 
life, that a weekly letter from him had not glad- 
dened her heart. Probably there are not many 
young men, actively engaged in business, who 
would keep up a regular weekly correspondence 
with a school-girl, or take the pains and the time 
to write long amusing letters, full of ludicrous 
incident and lively description, for the purpose of 
reUeving and cheering the duU routine of lessons. 



CHAPTER II.— 1845. 

THE OVERLAND ROUTE. 

And now the time approached when the much 
loved son and brother was to bid his home a long 
farewell, and to follow, on far distant shores, the 
profession he had chosen. The last evenings in 
Scotland were spent successively at the different 
houses, and with the various circles of a laige 
family connexion, in each of which he was the 
cherished favourite. And then, accompanied by 
his . father, he left Edinburgh for Southampton, 
pausing in his journey, first at Liverpool, and then 
at London, where he took leave of his yoimgest 
brother and sister. Even then, before the reli- 
gion of Jesus had so wondrously mellowed his 
character, and drawn out the power of sym- 
pathy which was so remarkable a trait in after 
life, he seemed to forget his own suffering when 
witnessing that of others; and his sister weU 
remembers the cheering, loving words with which 
he sought to comfort her under a parting which 
was to himseK a most bitter wrench. In later 
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years, he used to say, " Had I been leaving Eng- 
land a convict for Botany Bay, on that day when 
I bade my father farewell at Southampton, I 
could not have felt more utterly miserable." He 
was leaving friends most wannly loved; going 
forth among strangers to a strange land; and, 
alas, he knew not the Friend, who afterwards 
became dearer to his heart than any earthly one, 
and who (in his case, as in that of many) was soon 
to manifest Himself to his soul in that far-off 
country, revealing to the empty heart the one 
satisf3dng portion. 

He sailed for Bombay, March 1st, 1845. We 
make a few quotations from letters during his 
journey overland, for the purpose of showing how 
entirely his thoughts at this time were engrossed 
by outward things, and to bring out the vast 
difference between their tone and that of the cor- 
respondence which followed his second departure 
from home and fatherland. Two days after they 
parted, he writes thus to his father : — 

" Bay or Biscay 0, March, Zd. 

" You will remember that I promised to date a 
letter from this Bay, if I could hold a pen, and 
whilst I can do so I begin; for there is every 
prospect of a vacuum taking place in the com- 
pany, of which most likely I will form a part. 
So far, we have been most fortunate in weather ; 
during the whole of yesterday we had a fine 
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breeze from the north-east, which carried us along 
in good style, but to-day it has veered round to 
the north-west, which, though still fair, is about 
as bad a wind for raising a sea as we could have. 
It blows fresh, and we have spread nearly all our 
canvas, which helps to steady her a little, but 
the waves axe high, and the motion very con- 
siderabla We have about twenty-five passengers, 
five or six of them cadets, and four ladies. 

bth — There is a decided change in the tem- 
perature to-day, and most of the pea-coats have 
been laid asida There is stUl a rolling sea ; it is 
difficult to preserve one's equilibrium, and the 
walkers on deck just now are taking very circuit- 
ous routes to their destination. There was a 
great deal of motion last night, and while talking 
on deck to some of the cadets, I was prostrated 
beside the man at the wheel This little incident 
occasioned some merriment to the bystanders. 
It is most amusing to watch the visages of the 
passengers as they emeige &om their berths in 
the morning, particularly the occupiers of the top 
ones, when they are forming plans for their 
descent, which is difficult, and sometimes danger- 
ous, in a rolling sea. It is bad enough for me to 
get out of the lower one ; about ten feet of legs 
are seen protruding into the middle of the room 
ere any portion of the body is disclosed." 

In the same letter he then alludes to a faculty 
he possessed in a peculiar degree^ of transporting 
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himself as it were to the side of a correspondent, 
and at once calling up before the mind's eye an 
exact picture of the scene and circumstances of 
the writer. He took infinite delight in thus striv- 
ing to annihilate the time and space that divided 
him from his home-friends, and often begged them 
to describe what was going on in the room while 
they wrote, in order that he might be enabled 
better to realize them. Before reaching Malta, he 
writes again to his father : — 

" March 10^, 7 a.m. 

" I posted a letter to you from Gibraltar on the 
6th, in which I gave you an account of my pro- 
ceedings so far. Oh for the pencil of Turner, 
and the pen of Scott, to depict the beauties of that 
celebrated fortress ! How can I attempt it ? The 
town ranges along the foot of the rock, which 
towers above, a massive pile, frowning upon the 
bay. We landed on Friday morning before 
breakfast, and sallied forth in different directions, 
causing some little astonishment among the in- 
habitants, who are now, by-the-bye, pretty well 
accustomed to such invasions. There was much 
to see, the varied costume of the people, the Ala- 
mada and the gardens adjoining it, where the 
orange and the lime are seen clustering on the 
trees — the view across the bay where the Spanish 
town of Algesiras lies, surrounded by lofty moun- 
tains ; and, turning southwards, the hills of Africa, 



THE OVERLAND BOUTR 27 

amongst which Mount Atlas raising his snow- 
capped summit, was most conspicuous. The 
novelty of the scene was charming, the style of 
the scenery put me in mind of Scotland, and I 
cannot say this improved its character in my eyes, 
so you see I have not yet got over my home-sick- 
ness. Well, after sauntering about for an hour, 
four of us got into a vehicle, and drove out a little 
way to get a better view of the Bock ; we stood 
under it, and I scarcely dared to look up — ^you 
can have no conception of the immense mass — 
the soldiers who were engaged in excavating from 
it, a short way up, looked like monkeys in red 
jackets. The galleries are the most wonderful 
thing, but to these it is almost impossible to gain 
admission. They are passages cut in the rock, an 
immense height, which communicate with port- 
holes, in which the cannon are placed, and they 
have an immense sweep at their command. These 
are said to be the eighth wonder of the world, and 
certainly they are wondrous. ... It was rough 
work getting out again to the steamer in an open 
saU-boat, but we managed it safely, and sailed 
again at two. Nothing particular occurred till 
Sunday morning, when the captain took us into 
the Bay of Algiers, to get a view of that celebrated 
place. I should like to have had somebody's 
pencil then, and would be none the worse of 
their pen now, to describe the view of this town 
and the surrounding scenery. The town is built 
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of remarkably white stone, and the houses are 
packed one above another, like a pack of cards ; 
it has a most regular and beautiful appearance, 
and, with the distant hills covered with snow, 
formed a most pleasing landscape. We had an 
addition of four or five at Gibraltar, one of them a 
Portuguese gentleman, who can't speak a word of 
English. He and I are great friends in a panto- 
mimic way, and sometimes I try a little French 
with him, which I have forgotten sadly. I am 
not intimate with any of the passengers, indeed 
I fancy they must think me a sort of recluse, for 
I am occupied a great part of the day pacing the 
deck, or sitting on the paddle-box engaged with 
my own reflections. I find many subjects for 
them at present, some of them not the most agree- 
able." . . . 

From Cairo he writes : — 

''20th March. 

. . . "We sailed from Malta on the 12th, in 
the 'Iberia,' a comfortable steamer, and saw 
nothing but * the blue above and the blue below,' 
till our arrival at Alexandria, on Sunday the 16th. 
On landing here, we were besieged by the donkey 
boys, and there was no getting quit of them but 
by rushing through the crowd and laying about 
right and left. We got into one of the Transit 
Company's vans, and drove up to the IJ6tel de 
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rEurope, where we had luncheon ; and afterwards 
mounted donkeys to see the sights, which are 
Pompey's Pillar, Cleopatra's Needle, and some 
beautiful gardens belonging to one of the Pacha's 
clerks. None of these require particular remark, 
I think ; they are interesting from their antiquity, 
but nothing very wonderful in themselves, at 
least /did not think so; but perhaps I w.as so 
much taken up with the novelty of the mode of 
conveyance, that I did not care much for the 
antiquities of the place. Can you fancy my legs 
dangling gracefully from the sides of a donkey, 
^or, for variety's sake, tucked up in the stirrups 
on a level with the beast's ears ? My head was 
decorated with an enormous straw hat ; the brim 
thereof is exceeding broad. ... At Atfeh we 
embarked in the Nile steamer, and proceeded 
up that river at a great pace, though against 
the stream. The night dew soon began to fall 
heavily, and after a cup of tea and a stroU on 
deck, we betook ourselves to our dormitories, 
which you must understand consisted of two 
cabins, such as you have seen in the Helensburgh 
boats, affording ^fa room to about ten people in 
aU, and floor room for as many more. I must say 
the ladies were most accommodating, for they 
admitted a few of us into the cabin, which they 
might justly have appropriated. . . . The sail up 
the Nile is uninteresting from the want of variety ; 
occasionally a clump of palm-trees, or an Arab 
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settlement of earthen huts relieve the eye, but 
that is alL We got in here about seven, and 
yesterday started for the pyramids, mounted on 
donkeys, a distance of ten or twelve miles from 
this, and we had a warm ride. Yes, I have stood 
on the summit of the Pyramid of Gizeh ; and, 
though surrounded by Arabs, I shuddered as I 
looked on the plain beneath. This sketch will 
give you some idea of them : imagine four sides 
like the one here, formed of huge stones, which 
are each from two to three feet high, very like the 
steps of a stair — ^rather a long one though, as I 
now know from experience. I had no intention 
of trying the ascent, till I saw the others casting 
their coats and making sundry preparations, and 
I then thought it would be a shame for a long- 
legged fellow like me not to make the attempt, 
so I got ready, and picked out three sturdy Arabs 
to assist me. . . . Well, I reached the top, blow- 
ing like a broken- winded horse, and sat me down 
on a stone to enjoy the prospect, which is exten- 
sive, but cannot be compared to many scenes in 
Scotland in point of grandeur ; it is quite a differ- 
ent style, being almost a flat country, with the 
lofty minarets of Cairo in the distance. There is 
a flat space on the top of about thirty feet square. 
Some of my friends were bold in attempting the 
polka, but I was quite content to keep my seat, 
meditating on the horrors of the descent, which, I 
can tell you, were fully realized." ... 
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He landed at Bombay April 9tii, 1845. 

" Well, we landed about seven on Wednesday 
morning, in white jackets (fancy me 0, and walked 
up to breakfast at the hotel, a meal which we did 
ample justice to. I then got into a palanquin, a 
sort of sedan chair, carried on the shoulders of 
four natives (you lie in it at full length, ^ you 
can), and came up here, where I was very kindly 

welcomed by Mr. — and my old chum . Our 

bungalow is about four miles out in the coimtry, 
quite close to the sea, from which a nice cool 
breeze blows at night. The sleeping bungalow 
communicates with the other by a covered shed, 
about one hundred yards long, and stands on 
ground somewhat higher, from which there is a 
fine sea view, and the simset is seen to great 
advantage. Then there is a veranda in front of 
the bedrooms — a delightful place to sit and muse 
and think of other days." 

He closes his letter to his father by this first 
mail with the words, " And if I send these mes- 
sages to my aimts, what shall I say to those who 
are nearer and dearer to me still? Tell them 
that, ever since I left them, my thoughts have 
never ceased to wander back to the scenes of our 
younger days ; that some word of affection, or 
some act of kindness, has recurred to my recol- 
lection, with all the vividness of yesterday. Tell 
them that while this heart continues to beat, my 
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affection towards them, instead of being weakened 
by absence, will glow with a still warmer feeling ; 
and amid all the trials to which I may be exposed, 
I will cheer myself by the fond anticipation of 
that happy period when we shall aU meet 
again." 



CHAPTER III- -1845. 

FIRST IMPBESSIOKS OF BOMBAY. 

This period opens a fresh chapter in Boberb 
Brown's life. 7 he Liverpool lodgings are ex- 
changed for a home of Inzury in the East; the 
dull grey skies of the commercial capital for the 
brilliant, unclouded atmosphere of Bombay. Now, 
as ever, we find him fast making friends in this 
new sphere, and rapidly acquiring popularity 
among his companiona A few extracts from 
letters written during the two years subsequent 
to his arrival will afford a glimpse of his daily life 
and doings, while by their marked contrast to those 
that follow, they illustrate the distinctness and 
decision of that boundary line which so clearly 
separated one part of his life from the other. 
Bobert's correspondence is a faithful mirror of his 
feelings and character at the time— lively, amus- 
ing, affectionate, but containing not a single per- 
sonal allusion to the one great subject which 
afterwards filled his heart, and became the almost 
absorbing theme of his letters. From the time of 

c 
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his leaving home until his return, he wrote so 
fully, and detailed so minutely each particular of 
his daily history, that his letters make him very 
much his own biographer, and the diflBculty is to 
select, among so many, those of general interest 
The larger number of the letters are addressed to 
his father and a sister, to either of whom he wrote 
alternately every mail, during the ten years of 
his residence in India. As sure and as regular as 
the overland mail could make it, was the arrival 
of those much-prized despatches from this faithful 
son and brother. Sickness might occasionally 
have been pleaded as an excuse for silence ; press 
of business at mail-time might have been most 
reasonably urged. But he never failed, although he 
would sometimes laughingly say he did not think 
another man in Bombay would, under the same 
circumstances, write so often or at such length. 

TO HIS SISTER H. 

«* Bombay, 21«« Aug. 1845. 

..." It will not do for me, I find, to comment 
upon all the different subjects in your volume; 
and I would just tell you, that each little incident 
you have mentioned is invested with an interest 
to me now that I never knew before ; and I beg 
you will in your future letters continue the prac- 
tice of telling me every thing (a modest request). 
Well, what have I got to tell you? Tlie rains 
are now nearly over, having lasted about three 
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months, though not without intermission, for a 
deluge continues about a fortnight, then there is 
fine weather for a week. There are snatches of 
sunshine too during the deluges, and it is inter- 
esting to see people watching a shower coming 
over the sea, and calculating the time they can 
stay out with impunity. It is good fun to see 
some unfortunate wight, who has made rather 
too fine a calculation, caught in the shower ; in 
about three seconds he is wet to the skin, and a 
drookit rat is a dry animal and a nice-looking 
beast compared with him. I speak feelingly on 
this point, having been lately caught once or 
twice myself, and I was certainly conscious that 
I looked Sifool ! The grins depicted on the faces 
of the natives I passed left no doubt on the sub- 
ject. Fortunately one never catches cold after a 
ducking, if you keep the blood in circulation by 
a smart gallop, and change whenever you get 
home. We have had some beautiful evenings 
lately, which reminded me of summer in England, 
for the air was pure, and very little warmer than 
you have it, at least I fancied so, and the moonlight 
nights that followed were lovely in the extrema 
It gets dark just now about seven, but people 
scarcely ever go out here after dinner; a siesta 
is generally preferred. The other night I dined 
alone, the first time since I arrived here, and I 
felt very curious, do you know ? — something in 
ihe old lodging style at Liverpool ; but I suppose 
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I must consider myself a more important man 
now. After reading some reminiscences of Thomas 
Campbell, I betook myself to the sleeping bxm- 
galow, and seated in the verandah there, while 
solitude and silence reigned around, interrupted 
occasionally by the squeak of the lizard, or that 
hum of innumerable insects which axe called into 
being, as it were, by the night air, while the moon 
shed its silver light on the Temple of Maha 
Luxumee, and the billows rolled in on the rocks, 
their crests beautifully white, — ^while this was 
going on, I seated myself in an arm-chair, and 
breathed out in the most exquisite tones, *Ye 
"banks and braes.' You may recollect that Orpheus 
had the power of charming beasts, and even trees, 
by his music ; at the last note of my Scotch air, 
two goats that were standing on the edge of the 
verandah fell on their backs, and kicked convul- 
sively for seven minutes I writhing in the most 
intense agony, which their medical man opines 
has caused a constitutional nervousness for life. 
This is a curious contrast to mesmerism. 

" 22d, — I have got to tell you about the 
* Nautch' which we were at last Saturday. It was 
held at the house of our broker, a Parsee. We 
went about nine, and on entering the room our 
ears were assailed with the most discordant tones, 
proceeding from the instruments of the natives, 
who, by way of accompaniment, uttered the most 
hideous yells, in the vain belief that they were 
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singing. Then a woman comes forward, her 
limbs well clothed, I must say, and slowly trips 
round the room, performing curious motions with 
her hands, and yelling vigorously ; but this was 
not all : after dancing in this way for some time 
she stopped to take breath, and then commenced 
to go through the most extraordinaiy and, for a 
woman, incredible attitudes that you can Conceive. 
Something like the clowns in the circus, doubling 
up her limbs, and then untying them again, 
putting her head and feet in the same plate, and 
moving along the floor by the action of her hands. 
All this was wonderful enough, but it was not 
very pleasant^ to look at. There were only two 
Europeans present besides ourselves and C — , 
who dined with ua The rest were Paraees, who 
of course did not show their wives ; they are said 
to be very pretty. So much for the * Nautch ;' I 
think it is the last 111 patronize. You would be 
amused to see the variety of conveyances that 
rattle along here, everybody, from the lowest raga- 
muffin to the Governor (who is still at Poona), 
sports an eq\iipage of some sort. Lots of the 
natives drive carts drawn by bullocks, which trot 
along at a steady pace, assisted by occasional 
goads on sensitive parts of the body ; then other 
fellows drive buggies or gigs, with the hoods all 
torn and discoloured, and the wheels performing 
such evolutions as to alarm any rational being 
that the next moment they will be off ; and there 
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they carry on racing with each other, and fancy- 
ing themselves just as good as their European 
lords. . . . As aU the windows and doors are 
open, the birds often fly through the room ; their 
notes are very sweet. We occasionally find a rat 
running through our bedrooms, but the traps soon 
do for them. I don't think you can fancy the two 
blacks lying on the verandah at night ; they look 
rather fierce, particularly when they snore loud, 
and are always armed with a large stick to pro- 
tect the place. These men go messages here 
during the day, carry the palanquin when it is 
wanted ; but they have no house, and sleep any- 
where. They are very happy, I believe, having 
scarcely any wants, and out of their pay (about 
twelve shillings a month) they manage to save 
money. Their friends are about 1000 miles off, 
and they occasionally walk over to see them ! 
The strolls these fellows take sometimes are per- 
fectly incredible. There is no man here that I 
have yet seen nearly so tall as myself; one of the 
merchants is about six feet four inches, and I think 
he is the tallest. The natives are not generally 
tall men, and the women are very much about 
the average of women in general" 

Towards the close of the monsoon of 1845, and 
after the full violence of the elements had spent 
itself, and the torrents of rain had subsided, he 
left Bombay for a short visit to the hills. He 
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was an enthusiastic admirer of scenery, as may be 
gathered from frequently recurring passages in 
his correspondence. And it is no wonder that he 
felt this love of nature as he gazed on Ehandalla, 
with its brilliant tropical colouring, its lofty 
mountain peaks, its glorious " points," its spark- 
ling waterfalls. The journey from Bombay, which 
proved so tedious in his case, is now accomplished 
in three or four hours by railway. What a bless- 
ing that those charming hill-stations, such as 
Khandalla and Matheran, with their invigorating 
and health-giving breezes, are within so short a 
distance from Bombay, and that the weary Anglo- 
Indian, panting for a breath of fresh air in the 
height of the hot season, has but to enter a rail- 
way carriage, and shortly finds himself transported 
to one of the most delightful climates in the world! 

"Khandalla, Sept. 2, 1845. 

"My dearest . . . , — You will perceive from 
the date of this that I am not in Bombay, and the 
question is, where am I? in what part of the 
Indian Empire am I at present sojourning ? Am 
I a resident among the abodes of men, or a 
wanderer in the pathless jungle, a doomed victim 
to the first tiger that descries my lengthy frame ? 
No, I am in as beautiful a spot as you can well 
conceive, and having set your mind at rest on this 
important point, I proceed to tell you how I got 
here, what I am doing here, and how long I am to 
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stay here. At the suggestion of Mr. Lyon, I held 
myself in readiness for a trip to the hills, but fear- 
ing a solitary tour would not be pleasant, I in- 
duced C — (an Academy friend) to accompany me ; 
on the morning of Friday last, at a quarter-past 
ten by the cathedral clock, we found oui'selves in 
a machine called a bunder boat, cruising up the 
harbour, and we then came to the conclusion that 
we were actually on our way to the hills. The 
scenery presented to our view as we sailed up the 
harbour was of a varied character, — the Fort of 
Bombay, the ships lying at anchor, the lofty scenery 
of Salsette (an island connected by a causeway 
with Bombay), and the towering Ghauts combined 
to form as diversified a scene as Turner himself 
could wish to embody in a single painting. You 
may have heard that the harbour of Bombay is, 
with a single exception, the most beautiful in the 
world ; any inadequate description of mine, there- 
fore, must fall far shoit of the original. ... On 
arriving at Panwell, about four, we were quite 
prepared for dinner; after rather a scanty repast, 
we started in a phaeton for this placa The scenery 
along the road is. very beautiful; some of the 
mountain peaks were of a most singular form, not 
unlike some I have seen in the Highlands of Scot- 
land; and the recollection of such sent a thrill 
through my heart, and rendered the scene I looked 
on far more beautiful We reached the foot of the 
Ghaut about nine, and then had to get into palan- 
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quins to be carried up the hill. It was very steep, 
and the bearers groaned under my weight, and, of 
course, I sympathized with them I There were six 
fellows altogether, — four at work at a time, and 
two as a corps-de-r^serve, and what with repeated 
changing of shoulders, and changing of men, we 
managed to get to the top of the hill ; and on reach- 
ing the summit, a very distinct cheer was heard to 
escape from the blacks. It was near eleven when 
we got here, in a state of ravenous hunger, such 
as I never before, experienced. The first thing we 
did was to get up everything eatable in the house, 
and after two hours' hard work to send away the 
plates.; having done this, we went to bed. . . . 

" 6th, Saturday mght. — Yes, on this night, that 
brings with it so many comforts to the poor 
laboui'er, who lays aside his implements of toil, 
and, surrounded by his dear bairns (some of whom 
may perhaps have returned from their week's ser- 
vice), quite forgets his care while he sees so many 
sweet faces smiling round him, — on this night, 
which is, I think, a pleasant one to everybody, I 
resume my letter to you ; but before I go further, 
let me request of you to read the master-poem 
of your country's master-poet. Bums' * Cottar's 
Saturday Night ;' of course you and everybody 
have read it before, but if you read it again with 
care, fresh beauties will open to you. 

" Yesterday we were out on the hill a good part 
of the day ; game was scarce. A man feels more 
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independent if he has his horse with him here ; as 
you can then explore the country more easily, and 
lose yourself and your horse in the hills in a much 
shorter time than if you were on foot. Now, the 
other day I started on a voyage of discovery ; but 
very soon discovered, to my disappointment, that 
I had got into a road which had no visible outlet, 
so that I was under the necessity of adopting the 
plan generally resorted to on such occasions, viz., 
to follow my nose. This nose of mine was a bad 
guide on this occasion though, for it led me into a 
road so full of ruts and holes that the horse at 
one part positively refused it, and cut away up a 
sort of embankment, when I thought it advisable 
to dismount, and lead him out the best way I 
could. I was not sorry when I reached the road 
again. There is a hiU opposite the house here, 
which commands a most extensive view, not only 
of the surrounding hills but of the table-land, 
which stretches as far as the eye can reach, 
watered by a meandering stream, which really 
looks beautiful when the sun's last rays are gild- 
ing the mountains. Up this hill my horse and I 
have been twice. The road is not a good one, and 
requires some caution in the descent. This house 
is well situated, perched almost on the brink of a 
precipitous clifif, which forms one side of the 
ravine. The other bank would appear not to be 
quite so steep, as its sides are well clothed with 
trees — ^good, honest trees, such as people are ac- 
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customed to see at home ; not the featheiy palm- 
trees which one gets so tired of in Bombay ; and 
far as the eye can reach along this ravine the same 
rich foliage is everywhere conspicuous. The 
colouring is most beautiful, of the brightest green 
you can imagine. No scenery can be perfect 
without water, you know. And here we have a 
picturesque waterfall, which foams over the cliff, 
like a second Niagara. ... It is delightful to 
stand on the edge of the cliff and see the mists 
rising from beneath and floating along the glen, 
when the eye can distinguish in the distance the 
light of a sunbeam that has penetrated through 
the fog, and is gradually extending its influence 
over the scene, till at length the mist is dispelled 
before his rays, and the landscape is restored in 
its original beauty. I wish I had you with me, 
my dear H., as I stand riveted to the spot on 
these occasions. . . . Let me lead you gently back 
to Khandalla, and just seat yourself down on the 
sofa there ; but do not, I beseech you, start as 
those Indians enter the room ; they mean no 
harm, though they look so fierce ; that fellow, who 
has just come in, is jabbering away in Hindustanee 
at a feaiful rate, and I am quite in the dark as to 
his sentiments, so I will just dismiss him with 
that talismanic monosyllable, ' Jow,' t.e.. Depart 
in peace. But do you hear that whispering sound 
that is borne along on the night wind? That 
comes from a detachment of recruits who have 
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encamped in the field there ; you see their tents 
gleaming in the moonlight ; and just look across 
the road, where you will see another picquet of 
men bivouacking. These are native troops, as a 
glance at their complexion will show ; and see 
those enormous camels, whose backs have just 
been relieved of their burdens, inaking prepara- 
tions for a siesta. It takes them about ten 
minutes before they are fairly on the ground, and 
twenty minutes to rise again ! But the sound is 
getting fainter and fainter as the men gradually 
drop off to sleep, and now nothing but silence 
reigns around. 

" The other day we made up a party to go and 
see some famous caves, about seven or eight miles 
from this.. The mode of conveyance was what is 
called a phaeton. It is not, strictly speaking, of 
the newest fashion, although, to be sure, the 
springs are hung very easily, so easily, indeed, 
that at any roughness of the road the body of the 
phaeton evinced a strong desire to disconnect 
itself entirely fix)m the wheels, and to perform a 
little journey on its own account. There was a 
sort of counter-motion, too, at these jolts, which 
was confined to the back seat, and occasioned con- 
siderable apprehensions in the minds of those 
members located there that the next moment they 
would find themselves suddenly removed from 
their vis-a-vis, and transferred very abruptly to 
the hard road. I speak feelingly on the subject. 
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having been unfortunately one of the occupiers of 
the back seat, and consequently subjected to that 
fear. We halted at a village called Karli, and 
having disentangled our legs from the vehicle we 
proceeded to make for the hill, at the top of 
which the caves are situated. It was certainly 
what might have been called marshy or muddy 
ground, and the quantity of clay that accumu- 
lated on the soles of our boots, alter walking a 
quarter of a mile, precluded all hope of our 
advancing. I really felt as if two tons at least 
were attached to each of my feet, and you may 
fancy that the sensation was an unpleasant one, 
and the exercise rather fatiguing. By the time 
we reached the foot of the hill none of us were in 
a very fit. state to commence the ascent. How- 
ever, it was no use crying halt when we had come 
so far, and we therefore prepared to mount the 
hilL I WILL say, that the fatigue of carrying 
those boots of mine up the cliffs, and the heat, 
actually made the ascent a toil ; and it ought to 
have been a pleasure. Oft did we stand to 
get a view of the landscape on our way up (a 
favourite mode of recovering one's breath), and, 
after much fatigue, we did reach the caves, I 
bringing up the rear. It was fortunate that we 
had taken the precaution of providing for our 
creature comforts, by having some provisions car- 
ried up along with us, or the consequences might 
have been serious. The cave is a very pretty 
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cave — ^very pretty ; curiously carved figures on all 
sides, but, query, was it worth the trouble of the 
ascent ? We came down at a rather quicker pace 
than we went up ; but whether the bitter beer 
consumed at the cave, and in honour of it, had 
anything to do with the increased velocity of our 
descent, deponent sayeth not We got back safely, 
and our friends dined with us that evening. My 
visit here is fast drawing to a close ; we start for 
Bombay on Monday morning, as the mail will 
be in on that day, and, of course, will bring work 
with it. It will also bring to me letters from 
home, and I merely ask whether the prospect of 
grasping these letters on my arrival is not a cheer- 
ing one ? . . . 

"Bombay, I3th Sept — I resume my narrative, 
by announcing the important fact of our depar- 
ture from Khandalla on Monday morning. We 
waited, however, for the arrival of the post, which 
brought my Scotch letters ; they could scarcely 
have arrived more opportunely ; and you may 
perhaps form some idea of the pleasure I had in 
reading them, while, seated in my palanquin, I 
was carried down the mountain at an unusually 
quick pace. We started from Panwell in the boat 
about four P.M. on Monday, expecting to get across 
the harbour in three or four hours. When we 
had been out for about an hour it commenced to 
blow heavily in squalls ; and, after tacking about 
for some time, the skipper came to the conclusion 
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that it would not be safe to proceed farther, as it 
was then getting very dark; so he made prepara- 
tions for coming to anchor, under lee of an island 
that lay near us. . . . Well, after tossing about 
for some time, and when we were trying (oh I vain 
hope!) to compose ourselves to sleep, we were 
suddenly, roused by a tremendous crash against 
the side of the boat, and before we had time to 
think, this was followed by another, louder and 
more alarming stilL I at once concluded that we 
had been driven on the rocks (for although we 
fancied ourselves under he of the land, there can 
be no doubt that the waves were roUing in upon 
us), but on emerging from our hole of a cabin the 
true state of things was presented to our view. 
Another boat had got adrift of us, and there she 
remained, striking violently against us as every 
wave rolled in. This was a pleasant condition to 
be in, and it continued, I am sure, for five minutes. 
At every succeeding lump some part of our boat 
was dashed in with an alarming crash ; and in a 
second or two the place where C — had been 
peacefully reclining was literally strewed with 
broken planks. There was an awful hallooing 
and row among the crews, but aU their efforts to 
disengage the boats were unavailing ; and as the 
sea was then rolling in heavily, and^very collision 
threatened to carry away the entire side of the 
boat, I began to reflect on the best mode of saving 
myself and reaching terra Jmacu, I had just deter- 
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mined to grasp the first plauk I could get, and 
disengage my feet from my two-ton boots (which 
would sink any man in a minute), when, to my 
great joy, the other boat was seen moving away, 
and we were again free. . . . The peals of thunder 
that broke over our heads, the lightning that 
flashed with fearful brilliancy above us, illuminat- 
ing for a moment the scene only to render the 
surrounding darkness more visible, the fitful gusts 
of wind that whistled through the rigging, and 
the constant crash and falling of broken timbers, 
combined in forming a most unpleasant scene; 
and I was heartily thankful when we reached 
Bombay the next day about ten A.M., as I never 
but once, I think, spent such a tiresome night. 
. . . Now, it is near eleven o'clock, and I merely 
ask you whether a man who was up at three 
minutes to six this morning, and has worked 
hard all day, is entitled to go to bed ? / think he 
is ; and having come to this conclusion, I divest 
myself of my dressing-gown, and take a flying 
leap through the mosquito curtains. Good-night." 



CHAPTER ly.— 1846, 1846. 

ILLNESS — OBYLON. 

In the autumn of 1846, he was seized with 
an attack of inflammation in the chest, the first 
of those successive attacks which weakened his 
lungs, and laid the foundation of future delicacy 
of health. He was very iU at this time, much 
worse than his letters would have led one to 
imagine ; for his loving heart shrank from alarm- 
ing the home-circle by fuU details of his sick- 
ness. But friends in Bombay communicated 
the fact of his danger to a mutual acquaintance 
at home, urging that gentleman to prepare his 
relatives for the worst, as very painful appre- 
hensions were entertained with regard to his re- 
covery. Mercifully those fears were disappoints ; 
his gracious Heavenly Father was then seeking 
by this gentle chastisement to awaken serious 
thought, and to arouse earnest concern in the 
heart of the wandering one. Not now, all unpre- 
pared as he was, did the message reach him, " Go 

D 
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forth to meet the Bridegroom," — not now, when 
such a mandate would have raised only an intense 
shrinking of alarm and despair. The Lord had 
purposes of mercy and wondrous love to unfold 
towards his unconscious child; and a blessed 
ministry of service and love to be accomplished 
in, and by, him. He recovered; but there is 
no record in his letters at this period that the 
chastisement had been in any degree blessed to 
his spiritual welfare. He had been led down 
close to the brink of Jordan, — another step, and 
its cold dark waters would have closed over him. 
He had been impressively taught, because taught 
in his own experience, that " there is but a step 
between us and death;" but with what result? 
He rose from this sick-bed, and returned to the 
world as unconcerned about his soul as if there 
were no such great realities as death, judgment, 
and eternity to be thought of or prepared for here. 
So true it is that sickness and trial have in them- 
selves no power to sanctify or bless, apart from 
the influence of the Spirit of all grace. 

His progress towards complete recovery was 
slow ; he did not regain his former state of 
health so rapidly as was desirable, and resumed 
his office duties too soon for his strength. And 
when a slight return of the pain in his chest, two 
or three months after the first attack, showed that 
the enemy was still latent there, a sea- voyage and 
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x^omplete change of air were strongly recommended 
by the doctor.- 

** Bombay, I2th Deeemher 1845. 

" If you will look at the map of India, you 
will observe south from Cape Comorin, and sepa- 
rated from the continent by the Gulf of Manar, 
an island. Well, for that speck on the ocean I 
embark to-morrow. 

" Be not startled by the announcement. You 
know I told you before that the doctor had re- 
commended a sea-trip as the best means for me 
to regain my strength. Unwilling to leave my 
post in the office, as my absence would have been 
inconvenient, I resumed my duties, possibly be- 
fore I was quite able for them ; and having lately 
had a slight return of the pain in my chest, I have 
determined, agreeably to the advice of the doctor, 
of Mr. Lyon, and aU my Mends, to take a trip to 
sea; and Ceylon being a mild climate, and, I 
understand, a beautiful island, I have fixed on it 
as the favoured spot. ... I expect to be away 
for about two months. It will likely take me a 
fortnight going down, and about three weeks 
coming i^p again, so I shall have some time to 
roam about the island. I take lots of introduc- 
tory letters with me, and have every prospect of a 
pleasant trip. The red horse accompanies me, as 
there is no travelling in Ceylon without one, but 
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I expect to sell him there, and, perhaps, get what 
I paid for him. Volumes will teem from my 
pen when I once get among the hills, but you 
must not expect to hear from me again till' 
about the end of February, the earliest possible 
date." . . . 

** On boabd the < Forfarshire,' at Sea, 
I7th Dec, 1845. 

" My dearest . . . , — ^We got under weigh on 
Monday afternoon about four o'clock, with a 
spanking breeze from the north-west, which laid 
us on our side, and we rushed through the water 
at a great rate. It is a more pleasant motion than 
the rolling of a steamer: no constant clank of 
machinery, no disagreeable tremulous motion, no 
sickening odours from the steward's pantry. We 
bowl along smoothly and noiselessly, dashing the 
spray from our bows, and wakening the very fishes 
from their morning nap. As to my cabin, it is a 
room about eleven feet by seven, at the stem of 
the ship, with three ports looking on the ship's 
track ; this is pleasant, and affords a nice breeze. 
The height of the cabin is scarcely six feet, so that 

I cannot stand quite upright Did you ever 

hear of a cockroach ? I have dreaded those brutes 
from my childhood ; spiders I always disliked, but 
there is something in the appearance of a cock- 
roach most repulsive to a man of fine feelings. 
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All slups in this country have more or less of 
them ; they don't show themselves during the 
day, but when darkness comes over the earth and 
sea they emerge from their concealment, probably 
because their deeds are evil. This ship has very 
few of them, but on going to bed last night I de- 
scried one of my friends disagreeably near. From 
that moment my peace of mind was disturbed^ 
and my night's rest broken in upon ; cockroaches 
of the most appalling shapes, floated before my 
vision for many hours, producing a state of feverish 
excitement and bodily terror, known only to those 
who abominate the wretches as I do. It was 
none of your spare, delicate-looking animals, 
but a fat, dropsical, overgrown, and apoplectic 
cockroach, measuring, at least, two inches and a 
half in diameter, and emitting the most noxious 
odours. This last property is peculiar to the 
species. 

" 19th, — ^We are just off Calicut now, and the 
moimtain scenery is quite beautifuL The Ghauts, 
which extend down the whole coast, rise here to 
. a marvellous height, forming a very pretty outline 
of lulls, and reminding me very strongly of the 
scenery in that most romantic island, Arran. 
Well, I have got something to tell you about 
Calicut The sloop-of-war ' Coote,' which came 
down here for treasure, and in which I was on the 
point of embarking (indeed I should have been 
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granted a passage in her, had there been time to 
make preparations), was wrecked here last week, 
but I believe no lives were lost. This was most 
providential ; and I am very thankful that I was 
not in her. I have been straining my eyes along 
the coast to see if I could get a peep of the wreck ; 
but even with the aid of the telescope I can see 
nothing of her. .... Ah ! you must go to sea if 
you would view the sun rise in his glory and set 
in his night-cap ; the colouring of the sky is so 
dififerent in these latitudes from what I have ever 
seen it in England. It would take a mixture of 
all the colours in your paint-box to produce any- 
thing like the tints of the evening sky at sunset ; 
and then, in the morning, it is equally beautiful, 
and I rather enjoy the sight, as I have so seldom 
seen the sun rise. I may say the same for you, 
I suppose. 

" 22d. — On Saturday night we anchored off 
Cochin (follow me on the map), and as the captain 
wanted to go on shore to make some purchases, 
I thought I might as well accompany him, and 
explore the country. You understand the feeling 
of landing at a strange place, quite ignorant of the 
customs of the people (if they have any) ; there 
is something novel in the feeling particularly 
agreeable. We were pulled ashore in a canoe. If 
you heard the music that these Indians keep time 
to, you would shout The feUows yelled the 
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whole way, and it took us more tliau an hour and 
a half to pull ashore. I had some fears for the 
frail bark as we neared the land, for, by some 
mismanagement, we were on the point of coming 
on the bar, the chaps having missed the chaimel 
somehow, and the breakers were rolling in with 
great fury. It was uncomfortable, to say the least 
of it.* It was dark when we landed, and we at 
once placed ourselves in charge of a native, who 
led us through narrow streets and rather nice 
shady walks till we halted at the house of a Chris- 
tian. The door was open, so we walked in ; this 
proved to be the master-attendant's house; he 
looked as if he wished us far enough, but he did 
not say so — quite the reverse. Brandy and water 
was called for, and sampled forthwith. The con- 
versation pix.gressed, and it graduaUy came out 
that our entertainer had been fifty-four years in 
the country. He was, as you may suppose, a thin 
emaciated apology for a human being. Well, 
after getting all the information from him that 
we could, we sallied forth in quest of live stock. — 
Three sheep, dozens of turkeys, bread, eta, were 
purchased in a twinkling, and the canoe loaded 
therewitL Now, as to the place, I may mention 
that it is under British colours, having two com- 
panies of a Madras regiment there ; that it seems 
a very prettily situated town, just at the mouth 
of a large river. Ships are built here of 1000 
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tons, and the place is altogether one of import- 
ance. It was a moonlight peep I had of it, so I 
am unable to give you any further jparticulars. 
We had a fine breeze coming oflF, and notwith- 
standing the squeaking of the turkeys, and the 
bellowing of the boatmen, we got safely on board, 
and proceeded on our voyage immediately after- 
wards. . . . 

" 23d — Here we are, round the southernmost 
point of India, fairly in the Gulf of Manar, steer- 
ing across for Colombo, with such a breeze of 
wind, and such a rumbling, tumbling, jumblmg 
sea. The ship is lying over very' much, and we 
are scudding along under reefed topsails. When 
I attempt to move, I find myself stotting up and 
down the deck, with outstretched arms, a melan- 
choly specimen of a land-lubber. . . . 

" Colombo, 30th Dec, — On my arrival here on 
Christmas-day, I proceeded at once to the house 
of a Mr. Smith, to whom I had a letter of intro- 
ductiop from Burn. I found him entertaining a 
party of friends, who were grouped together in the 
verandah drinking coflFee and smoking cheroots. 
. . . But what of Ceylon ? Well, to teU the truth, 
I have seen scarcely anything of the country yet, 
nor can I give you a description of the people. I 
may just mention though, that I have the greatest 
difl&culty in distinguishing the sexes, as the men 
and women dress so much alike. The former wear 
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long hair brought up in a coil on the back of their 
heads, into which a large comb is stuck, valued 
at £3 ; so Murray tells me, as he smashed one the 
other day, and had to pay for it . . . We start 
for Candy and the hUls on Monday morning. We 
are going to spend a week or ten days at Newera 
EUia — a sanatarium, just 6000 feet above the 
level of the sea, where I hope to get eflfectually 
cooled and also strengthened." . . . 

From a hill-station on the way he proceeds : — 

" The situation of this house is exceedingly 
well chosen ; perched on the summit of a rising 
ground, it commands a most extensive and beau- 
tiful prospect. On either side is stretched, nearly 
as far as the eye can reach, a deep valley planted 
with coffee bushes, the rows of which, when seen 
in the distance, very much resemble a crop of 
potatoes in your country. I cannot give you my 
ideas as to the cultivation of coffee yet, but may 
mention that on this estate, which comprises in 
all about 450 acres, about 400 of which are under 
cultivation, there are 400 blacks constantly at 
work, and the shouting and yelling which they 
make is perfectly awful. I am nearly deaved at 
this moment. They are like a parcel of boys let 
loose from school; childish in the extreme, and 
only removed a degree or two from the brute 
creation." . . ^ 
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In the concluding pages of this letter he de- 
scribes in glowing terms the beauties of Ceylon 
scenery, and warmly acknowledges the hospitality 
he met with in many a home. The bracing air of 
the far-famed sanatarium, Newera EUia, refreshed 
and invigorated his frame, and he was preparing 
to return to Bombay when another attack of in- 
flammation in the chest laid him prostrate on a 
bed of sickness. 

" Methinks I wrote you a line or two from my 
bed on the 21st of last month ; that was merely a 
word of remembrance, and, in truth, I was not fit 
to write at any lengtL The usual treatment was 
administered ; and after a week's confinement to 
bed, and a fortnight in the house, I am convales- 
cent and able to take my evening ride, nearly as 
strong as I was before. You will be glad to know 
that I have been comfortable, and kindly treated 
by my entertainers during my illness. I could 
scarcely have been more so had I been at Juyme^ 
. . , From all I have received the greatest kind- 
ness, far above what I had been led to expect, 
and that too from many on whose hospitality I 
had no claim whatever." 



• • • 



On the 13th March he sailed for Bombay, 
expressing, in a letter to his father of that date, 
the cheering expectation, "I have no doubt a 
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three weeks' voyage will set me up agaia" Nor 
was he disappomted, for we find him writing, soon 
after his arrival in Bombay, " You have no idea 
what a different man I look and feel since I left 
this. The voyage, which extended over more than 
a fortnight, has so strengthened and invigorated 
me, that I feel quite welL And I meet with such 
kind congratulations from my old friends on my 
aiTival, that I really feel as if I had come home 
again!" 

In the same letter, he alludes to certain changes 
and arrangements in business, and, in so far as 
these might aflFect himself, he says, " One thing I 
feel very confident of, that whatever arrangements 
may be ultimately determined upon, I shall be 
liberally dealt with; for I am sensible of the 
kindly feeling entertained towards me, and the 
generosity of the house with which I have the 
honour to be connected." 

Over and over again he uses such expressions 
in his correspondence with his father, repeating 
his ingenuous conviction that he owed his mer- 
cantile position to the kindness and friendship of 
one of his senior partners. To this gentleman, 
who, from his first outset in Liverpool life, took 
him by the hand, and who, at dififerent periods of 
his career, showed towards him an afiection that 
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was almost fatherly, his relatives owe a debt of 
gratitude that they can never repay. 

In the autumn of 1846, he paid another visit 
to the hills, and from Mahabaleshwar he writes 
several letters, full of descriptions of the grand 
mountain scenery. He was encouraged to enter 
into full details of his daily life from the know- 
ledge of the pleasure conveyed to the circle at 
homa 

*' Mahabaleshwar, Bose Cottage, 
ll^A October 1846. 

" My deab Father, — . . . I thought it better to 
defer writing until I could tell you of my arrival 
and proceedings at this far-famed and universally 
admired sanatarium, I have stood on the pyra- 
mids of Egypt — I have gazed with rapture on 
the mountain scenery of Ceylon — I have con- 
templated the beauties of my own heather lulls, 
but not yet have I seen a landscape so exten- 
sive, so diversified, as that by which I am 
now surrounded ; and whilst in the full enjoy- 
ment of such scenery, you will easily imagine 
that I am somewhat adverse to the use of the 
pen. 

"... We are living here at Smart's bungalow, 
a most snug and comfortable one, quite like an 
English cottage in the Gothic style. The chief 
attraction of the place is its magnificent scenery 
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and fine bracing English climate, the temperature 
ranging from 65 to 70 degrees, while in Bombay' 
it is at least twenty degrees above that just now. 
It is a sort of sanatarium, founded by Sir John 
Malcolm, from whom the village takes its name 
of Malcompeth. It has a fine dry atmosphere, 
with a cooling breeze that braces every nerve 
and sinew of one's body, and enables one to un- 
dergo fatigue with quite a feeling of pleasure. . . . 
We are here elevated some 4000 or 6000 feet; 
and at such an altitude you will easily imagine 
that we command a most extensive view of the 
surrounding coimtry. On every side, far as the 
eye can reach, moimtain upon mountain raises 
its lofty summit, contrasting beautifully with the 
rich luxuriance of the fertile valleys ; and while 
the mind loses itself in the silent contemplation 
of such a scene, and naturally recurs to the recol- 
lection of other scenes in other climes, the ear is 
suddenly awakened by the roar of the mountain 
torrent, which, swollen by the last night's thim- 
der-plump, now rolls down the precipitous ravine 
with an impetuosity which no object in nature 
can check, plunging into the abyss beneath, and 
dashing the spray like smoke along the mountain- 
side; until, as if tired of exulting in its mad 
career, it gradually subsides into a peaceful 
stream, meandering through the rich green fields 
of the plain beneath, and forming altogether a 
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beautiful and striking object in the surrounding 
landscape. Gaze on it while you may ; for see, 
the mist is rolling in dense clouds along the moun- 
tains, and the curtain of night wiU. soon obscure 
the landscape from your vision. Look again ! and 
that mountain-peak is shrouded in darkness, when 
— hark! a peal of deafening thunder rends the 
heavens, and the lightning's flash penetrates the 
awful obscurity of the scene, and blinds the senses 
with its lurid brilliancy. A de9,th-like silence suc- 
ceeds, and while with long-drawn breath I await 
the next peal, a shriek from my favourite spaniel 
pierces my ear ; I rush to his rescue, but only in 
time, alas, to see the footprint of the tiger^s destroy- 
ing paw ! Yes, not twenty yards from the door, 
did he pounce upon my innocent little ' Fop,' and 
carry him in triumph to the surrounding jungle. 
They say these wretches do not attack man unless 
they are very much in want of a dinner ; and I 
hope such is the case, for it would be a terribly 
inglorious death to be devoured by a tiger." . , . 

*< Mahabaleshwab, 26th October 1846. 

" My dearest H., — . .... You are fond of 
scenery, and partial to little excursions in the 
country, so come away with me, and I will take 
you a trip which we had the other day. Our 
destination is Wye, a Hindu village, celebrated 
for its temples and the classical beauty of its in • 
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habitants. We are mounted at three, and trotting 
steadily on our course, somewhat dreading that 
black cloud which is hanging over us. And with 
reason, for in half-an-hour it discharges its con- 
tents on our devoted heads, and we are soaked in 
a twinkling. On, on ; keep up the circulation, and 
let not those wet clothes get cold and clammy on 
the frame. Here we are at the top of the moun- 
tain, and commence our descent into the valley. 
But such a road 1 no better than a water-course 
with huge stones and rocks to impede our progress. 
Can a four-legged beast descend such a place? 
We dismount, and by great exertion get our steeds 
pulled down, stumbling and staggering to the foot 
of the hill. Blackburn and I keep together, but 
S — has got before us; the night is closing 
in, and we know not the road. Ah ! here it is. 
* Straight on/ says the nigger, * eight miles to go 
yet/ We flounder away, stumbling into holes 
and ditches, and leaving our horses to find their 
own road ; for we can see none now. We reach 
a hut, but no one wiU answer us, except a vile 
mastiff, who barks most viciously. What is to 
be done ? We'll try the road again ; but this is 
dangerous, for the horses are plunging up to the 
saddle-girths, and in a moment we may be im- 
mersed entirely. We retrace our steps in search 
of that light, floundering among the fields and 
ditches, each leading his horse; every light we 
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see proves to be a firefly, starting up ad if in deri- 
sion of our midnight vagaries. At length we see 
the light of a house, and we make for it with aU 
speed ; S — taking the lead, Blackburn and I 
following. It is now so dark that we can scarcely 
see a yard before us ; but we are going along as cauti- 
ously as possible, when S — ^'s horse springs back 
upon us, and his owner is instantly plunged out 
of sight with a deadly crash that made our heart s 
blood run cold. Can you conceive our sensations 
at this moment, when no answer is returned to 
our anxious inquiries, and we know not where 
our friend lies, and cannot therefore render him 
any assistance? Oh, it was a gladsome sound 
to us to hear his voice again! He had fallen 
down a height of ten or twelve feet on his head, 
which was dreadfully cut, and we feared that, 
from loss of blood, he would scarcely be able to 
reach the Indian hut. Fortunately he succeeded, 
and after getting the woimd bandaged, we all 
three lay down on the floor, where we slept, sur- 
rounded by a countless number of x blacks, and 
visited and feasted upon by myriads of fleas. I 
never was more glad in my life than when I got 
under the roof and stripped myself of my wet 
clothes. You can fancy the pleasure next morning 
of putting on the same clothes, as wet as ever; and 
the sort of plump that the boot gave as the foot 
was thrust into it, minus the stocking. Perhaps 



ILLNESS — CEYLON. 65 

you will think this a long story about nothing ; 
and most incidents prove so when they are told, 
but I can assure you the night will be a memorable 
one to the three individuals who were unfortunate 
enough to encounter its severity.,. . . Wye is a 
very prettily situated village, on the banks of a 
river ; and there are some fine temples in it, which 
we visited. In one of them a Brahmin was seated 
expounding the law to a multitude of natives, who, 
from thdr variety of costume, and the elegance of 
their attitude, formed a group that Salvator Bosa 
and Adam Hay would have lingered to gaze on. 
We had to cross a stream to reach these temples, 
over which my companions were carried, but I was 
provided with a horse. If you had heard the loud 
guffaw that the multitude laised as I coolly put 
my 1^ across the beast's back, you would have been 
surprised. Even poor Smart could not keep his 
gravity. We' left Wye the next morning at day- 
light, and ascended the mountain by a different, 
though not a better route. The view presented to 
us as we iskirted the side of the hill was one that 
delighted me exceedingly. There lay the peaceful 
valley, surrounded by aii amphitheatre of hills, 
oter which the orb of day has not yet appeared, but 
the rosy tints of those fleecy clouds are the har- 
binger of his approach ; and see, even now he has 
gilded that mountain top with his dazzling rays, 
and soon that sea of mist which now floats on the 
air will be dispelled by his brilliancy ; and the 

£ 
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romantic Wye, with its blue smoke curling through 
the trees, will stand forth as the most conspicuous 
object in this most mutilated landscape. 

" Ha ! ha ! ha ! FU write no more here, it is just 
a waste of paper, pen, time, and ink ! 

" Au revoir d Bombay." 

" Bombay, 31st Oct. — I resume my narrative in 
a somewhat hotter clime. . . . Blackburn and I 
had another excursion, my dear, to Sattarah, — a 
place you must have heard o£ We rode there 
one fine day (only thirty miles), and arrived to 
dinner. The next day we sent down a deputation 
to the Eesident of the place. Colonel Outram, de- 
manding an order for admittance to the citadel, 
which, of course, the Eesident granted, and, more- 
over, asked the deputation to dinner; but the 
deputation could not leave their friends. Pre- 
sently up comes an ofl&cer of the 6th, perfectly 
unknown to us, politely requesting the pleasure 
of our company at mess that evening. We 
graciously accepted ; and, after tifiin, sallied forth, 
mounted on small ponies, to ascend the citadel. 
I will not say that I looked a jockey, or that the 
Eajah's mounted troopers did not grin as I rode 
indignantly through their ranks. The view from 
the citadel is most magnificent. The town lies 
beneath, looking so clean and regular, studded 
with trees ; and then you see such an immense 
tract of pountry on every side, that really I can't 
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be bothered attempting to describe it We came 
down through the grand square, paraded on our 
chargers before the palace, where there was an 
immense concourse of people, and had the plea- 
sure of getting a peep at the Bajah. I at- 
tempted a race home, but was beaten by a 
lengtL ... I am soberly settled down at the 
Breach again, and going through the daily routine. 
It is hot to-day, and has been so for the last 
week ; a nasty, dry land-wind blowing, which 
gives a sort of parched feeling to the skin, and 
one is a&aid to laugh in case of cracking one's 
cheeks.** 



CHAPTEE v.— 1847. 



CONVERSION. 



When tliis year opened^ Eobert Brown was, in 
many respects, a prosperous man. His health was 
re-established ; he was comparatively reconciled 
to Bombay, and his spirits had risen from the 
pressure of partings and separations, which had 
heavily weighed on him during the past two years. 
In the pleasant family circle of which he formed • 
a member (living, as he did, with his partner, 
Mr. — : — , who had married a few months be- 
fore), he enjoyed many of the pecidiar advan- 
tages of home-life. He had also thg gratifying 
prospect, as he tells his father in his first letter 
this year, of being admitted into the firm on th6 . 
1st of May. Yet we know that, notwithstand- 
ing all this outward sunshine, Eobert was not 
at peace. Unhappy, anxious, and dissatisfied, 
he often felt; utterly unprepared for death> he 
knew himself to be. Once he said to a sister, 
in after years, w;hen the sting of death had been 
long extracted for him, and no fear of the last 
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enemy Temained ; — " How miserable I used to 
feel in Bombay when heating of the sudden death 
of one and another among my acquaintances 1 
What wretched forebodings I have experienced 
on listening to the solemn kneU of the cathedral 
bell as it tolled for the funeral of many a one, 
cut down in the prime of youth and strengtL" 
But the alarms of conscience carried him no 
further; his convictions stopped short of con- 
version. That his heart was still ignorant of, 
and insensible to, higher pleasures than those of 
the world, is apparent from such an extract as 
the following, which occurs in. a letter to his 
father, dated January 14, 1847 : — 

.* . . "I have rattled off these two sheets this 
afternoon, because I may be pressed for time to- 
morrow. To-night there is to be a grand fancy 
ball at Government House, and I personate Jcr- 
kakeek, the renowned Persian chief, for this night 
only. I tried on the* moustache this morning at 
breakfast, and was received with roars of laughter, 
so I must clip it down to a reasonable size. Just 
now it is too fierce-looking for my bland smiling 
countenance. Ill let you know how I get on to- 
morrow. Good- night. 

" To-morrow, — ^We had an excellent baU last 
night ; and, of course, my commanding figure 
attracted a large share of attention. The character 
was a Persian ; « long sort of gown covering my 
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lower extremities, and the upper part of the body 
enveloped in a crimson toga, thrown gracefully 
over the left shoulder — (the effect must have been 
very fine), a pair of fierce moustaches, which I had 
great difficulty in getting to stick, and a handsome 
shawl turban, which made me look a prodigious 
height. When I exhibited myself to the L— s 
(who didn't go) and B — , before starting, I was 
received with shouts ; indeed I was afraid that 
some of the party would go into hysterics. I tried 
hard to preserve my gravity and my moustache ; 
but I gave in, and it gave way, and had to be 
stuck on again. If you had seen me strutting 
about in a sort of princely style, I think you would 
have been convulsed with laughter. There were 
some very handsome dresses at the ball, but 
there 's no doubt none attracted so much notice 
as mine, — the folks stared in perfect amazement ; 
and it was good to see fellows edging up to me 
to discover what on earth I was perched upon, 
so towering a height did I appear. There was one 
native ofl&cer, a man about six feet four, who 
propped himself alongside of me byway of attempt- 
ing a measure. Persians don't dance, you know 
(like the 10th), so Jerhdkeek remained stationary, 
with his arms gracefully folded across his bosom, 
peering over the heads of the vulgar throng. The 
arrangements were altogether excellent — supper 
and champagne (in tumblers) irresistible ; and I 
am sure every member of the party must have 



CONVERSION. 71 

been delighted. There were about 500 there ; a 
few kilts, many red-coats, and a fair proportion of 
black Mrs. Eeid looked beautiful as a lady of 
the last century; and, of course, Jerkakeek was 
formally presented to her husband, the Governor, 
by his private secretary, Erskine.'* . , . 

A few months after this letter was penned, 
his correspondence undergoes a thorough tnuis- 
formation, and we reach the turning-point of 
his life, the border-line which separates the state 
of nature from that of grace, in his spiritual his- 
tory. Seldom, in any case, has such a change 
been more distinctly marked. Naturally attrac- 
tive, affectionate, lively ; pleasing in manner, witty 
in conversation, and a good man of business, he 
was loved and respected by many, both among 
friends and acquaintances. But up to this time 
religion had been with him merely a form, a dead 
letter ; he had but a name to live, while in reality 
dead in trespasses and sins. Now, however, the 
day-star was to arise in his heart, for ever dissi- 
pating the thick darkness brooding there, and the 
motto of his life was henceforth to be — " I am 
not my own, but bought with a price ;" " I live, yet 
not I, but Christ liveth in me." The light broke 
suddenly upon his soul ; suddenly the conviction 
was carried home with almighty power to his 
conscience, that " Now is the accepted timie, now 
is the day of salvation ;" and there was no hesi- 
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tation, no temporizing, no half-hearted endea- 
vour to " make the best.of both worlds/' At once, 
and for ever, his language was, ^' As for me, I will 
serve the Lord." Robert's letters', by the August 
man, to the home-circle, were written in his usual 
tone of lively badinage, and without an allusion 
to serious subjects. The September mail brought 
letters written in a widely different strain, breath- 
ing the eamestlongings of a newly awakened soul, 
and telling how the pilgrim had started on his 
journey from the City of Destruction, and had re- 
solutely turned his face Zionward. 

How interesting it is to trace the varied instru- 
mentalities used by the Lord in the conversion 
of His children ! The simple perusal of a pas- 
sage in God's Word, the rousing appeal from 
the lips of an earnest preacher, the affectionate 
counsel or entreaty of a faithful friend, the letter 
penned with trembKng anxiety for the loved one's 
highest welfare ; such humble Weapons are often 
rendered omnipotent by the Spirit of God in 
bringing rebellious hearts ' under subjection to 
the Rightful King. It was the last of these that 
was the means of producing saving impressions 
on the heart of this young merchant. The ground 
seems to have been prepared beforehand for the 
sowing of the seed ; a sense of the emptiness of 
earth, and a craving for the true happiness, had 
been causing him to exclaim inwardly : " Who 
will show me any good?" He thus describes 
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these feelings in a letter to his father, dated 
Oct. 1847:— 

• . . "I am the more inclined to receive this 
maxim now, as I have latterly seen how utterly- 
insufficient such trifling matters as these are to 
confer anything like true happiness on the posses- 
sor. I have found that, though surrounded here 
by everything that I can wish, blessed with friends 
and fortune, in the midst of all my hollow heart 
has exclaimed — * Can this be joy V Yes, reaUy I 
have felt with Solomon, when he said, * I builded 
me houses, I planted me vineyards,' etc., ' but 
behold all was vanity and vexation of spirit.* . , . 

It was when wakening up to feel and acknow- 
ledge to himself this nameless, unsatisfied yearn- 
ing of spirit, that a letter reached him from one, 
just then awakened to know something of the 
value of the soul, written amid much ignorance, 
and weakness, and fear as to the result, but which 
struck home to Eobert's heart, and brought him 
to the foot of the Cross. 

He continued, as usual, to write home every 
fortnight, and out of the fulness of his heart 
pours forth aU his new emotions on religious sub- 
jects. This was now to him the one paramount, 
all-engrossing topic : nothing else in all the uni- 
verse to be compared in interest to it, and hence 
his letters flow on from sheet to sheet, fiUed with 
descriptions of all 'the feelings and motives by 
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which, for the first time in his life, he felt his 
spirit stirred. Extracts follow from his first let- 
ters affcer this great change, the commencement of 
a series, which have spoken comfort and peace to 
many a sorrowing heart, counsel and encourage- 
ment to many a perplexed and desponding spirit 

TO A FRIEND. 

«* Bombay, 29ih Sept. 1847. 

" My dear , — I have now to thank j'^ou 

for your very long and most interesting letter of 
the 17th and 18th August, which reached me on 
the . 25 th of this month. No letter that you 
have ever favoured me with has afforded me half 
the pleasure of this one ; arid why ? Because it 
breathes a spirit of devotion from a converted 
soul, from one who has experienced, in some 
degree at least, the happiness arising from a sense 
of God's favour vouchsafed by the intercession of 
the Eedeemer. I have read and re-read this most 
interesting part of your letter, and I have thought 
much of the subject of it. It has indeed pro- 
duced a very great impression on my mind ; and 
I pray that the effect may not be like * the early 
dew that soon passeth away,' but that by a study 
of the Scriptures, and other good works, / may 
also be enabled to find that peace and happiness, 
of which you are now possessed ; and if such 
prove to be the case, if by your instrumentality 
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I am led to repentance, oh I my dear , what 

cause of rejoicing will you indeed have, as having 
saved a soul from death, and thereby covered a 
multitude of sins. I am fully convinced of the 
truth of all you write. I feel sure that true 
happiness can alone be found in religion, even in 
this life ; and what a contrast does t?ie next pre- 
sent ! An eternity of endless bliss or endless 
woe ! It has been well said of eternity, that the 
farther we advance in it, the more is still to come. 
But the heaven of the believer begins on earth ; 
for it is the enjo3rment of God's favour and coun- 
tenance, obtained through the sufferings and 
atonement of his Saviour, that constitutes his 
heaven. His chief enjoyment must be found in 
God. Nothing short of the whole heart will God 
accept : ' My son, give Me thy heart/ If home^ 
or friends, or worldly pursuits, or pleasures, engage 
our attention, we are not devoted to God's service ; 
and cannot therefore enjoy His favour. This truth 
presents a great difficulty to my mind, but I trust 
the Holy Spirit may remove it It seems to 
me so incompatible with the due discharge of 
our worldly business, that our hearts should not 
be devoted to it. I can scarcely imderstand how 
a man can be * diligent in business ;' that is, 
devote his whole energies to it, and yet find his 
chief pleasure in the service of God, , . . Now 
that you have found peace and comfort, may God 
grant that you may be the honoured instrument, 
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in His hands, of turning many to Christ. As an 
ambassador from Him, this is the message which 
you must deliver : 'Nothing stands between thee, 
O sinner, and immediate blessedness, but mibelief, 
and no long waiting, or pious works, can meeten 
you for faith. You are searching about for some 
great thing which you think you must do to con- 
ciliate the Divine regiird by making atonement 
for your past sins, forgetting that the atonement 
has been made by the Lord Jesus Christ ; and that 
the only thing required from you in order to par- 
ticipate in its effects, is to believe this fact, and to 
take to your bosom the peace it is calculated to 
afford,' — a most cheering and consolatory truth. 

... I now close, with kindest regards to , 

and again expressing my thanks to you for your 
warm interest in my eternal welfare, and in the 
hope that you will often take up this interesting 
subject again. — Believe me, etc., your very affec- 
tionate and most grateful Egbert Brown." 

The difficulty felt and acknowledged by Eobert 
in the above extract, is one which frequently per- 
plexes young Christians at the outset of their 
heavenly journey. They are tempted to believe 
that, in becoming good Christians, they must 
cease to be good merchants, good soldiers, good 
tradesmen,- and that entire consecration of the 
heart to God must necessarily interfere with the 
active business of life and their duties to their 
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fellow-men. His mind was soon at rest on the 
subject ; and as, in the case of Hedley Vicars, we 
see that the soldier of the Cross yields to none 
in true bravery and devotedness to his profession, 
so tiie lesson of Bobert's life seems to be this, that 
earnestness in religion is quite compatible with 
diUgence in businesa One who knew him inti- 
mately in India, b6th before and after his con- 
version, says, 'f His case shows that it is possible 
for a merchant to carry out his Christianity, and 
to serve God while he attends to business/' 

From thq hills he writes to his sister H. : — 

** KHAimiiLLA, 22c; Oct. 1847. 

"My dbabbst H.,— Start not at the date of 
this letter I but rather recognise an old friend in 
the name of the place, which 'you may remember 
I endeavoured to describe to you about two years 
since. Well, you know, in my letter by the 
bi-monthly, I mentioned that the weather had 
been bppressively hot for Bombay; and as I 
found its effects debilitating, I thought I could 
not do better than run up here for a week, par- 
ticularly as there is not much to keep me in^the 
office just now, and I shall get back in time for 
the next mail ... At half-past 4 a.m. when 
awaking from a pleasant dream, the grey light of 
the morning discovered a beast standing at the 
door; and, although strongly disposed to take 
another snooze, and indulge in a dream that a 
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horse had appeared and I had mounted him, I 
roused myself, huddled on my clothes, discussed 
an egg or two, and some warm tea, and started." 
An amusing description of his journey foUows, 
and then he adds : — " Well, now that I have 
brought you up here with me, my dear, I may 
teU you how I pass the day, believing that those 
little details, though very trifling in themselves, 
are read with some interest by you. I may first 
mention, that I have not forgotten the all-im- 
portant subject to which my attention has been 
lately directed ; and I consider the solitude and 
retirement which I now enjoy affords a most 
favourable opportunity for serious reflection on 
the great truths of religion, as weU as for the study 
of those works (not forgetting the best of books) 
which are calculated to lead the mind away from 
the perishing things of time, and fix it on the in- 
terests of eternity. It may be that this excursion 
will, by God's blessing, be sanctified to my happy 
experience, so that, while surrounded by all the 
beauties of mountain scenery, I may be led from 
the contemplation of such, to hold communion 
with nature's God, and in a feeling of devotion 
exclaim with Cowper, 'My Father made them 

aur 

" Eternity 1 eternity ! that is the word we ought 
always to keep before our hearts, so that we. 
may strive to live now, as we shall assuredly wish 
we had done when we enter on its confines 
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... On Sunday, there being no service, I spent 
the day as weU as I could, but I must admit I 
would fain have attended the preaching of the 
Word, I had a visit from two officers of the 
29th, a regiment on its way from Poona to Bom- 
bay); one of them, A — L— , who arrived in this 
country about a year ago, and is already senior 
ensign of hifl regiment He wanted me to go 
down and mess with them on Sunday, but I very 
properly declined the honour. Yesterday morning 
I took a stroll to Elphinstone Point, a promontory 
just on the other side of the ravine, and was 
much pleased with the view. There are certainly 
more extensive, and perhaps more diversified 
views in the neighbourhood ; but my heart clings 
to this ravine, and my steps linger on its brink, 
as the richest landscape of the whole. Whether 
you view it at daybreak, ere the rising sun has 
gilded the mountain tops, and while a sea of 
mist rolls along the valley ; or at mid- day, when 
he shines with dazzling splendour on the scene ; 
or at eventide, when his dying rays are just fad- 
ing o'er the western hills, but linger for a moment, 
as it were, to add their golden tints to the land- 
scape ; or yet again, when a death-like stiUness 
reigns around, and the pale orb of night sheds a 
silvery beauty over the scene, — I say, each of 
these seasons adds a peculiar and varied charm to 
the landscape ; and each time it is contemplated 
the eye seems to discover new beauties, in a crag 
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riot yet recognised, or a point of view, not yet 
attempted, from which there seems a more power- 
ful contrast of light and shade, or the colours 
appeal? mo£e beautifully blended ; in fine, J think 
this ravine must stand unrivaHed in beauty on 
this side of India, for although there are many 
more extensive landscapes viewed from the Ma- 
habalesh war hills, I question if any of them sur- 
pass, this in t&e rich luxuriance of the scene. 

" Bombay.—. • > I hope you have not forgotten 
to lookiinto my favourite Doddridge ; I am sure 
it will afford you a large measure of support and 
consolation. I finished it this morning, but fear 
I cannot say that my progress in the Christian 
course has been so rapid and as regular as my 
study of the different chapters, and I have found 
myself frequently goirig back and reviewing the 
earlier chapters in the book, under a feeling that 
they were more suitably addressed to me, as an 
awakerted, though hardly converted, amnev; and 
then, again, I would try and overtake tiie author as 
he advanced, in the hope .that I might still derive 
benefit from his closing meditations. It is, indeed, 
no easy matter for the sinner to turn from his 
evil -ways ; as soon may the Ethiopian change his 
skin, or the leopard his spots, but will the task 
ever become easier? Oh! no. The man who 
thinks so is just like one suffering from a disease, 
who says, I will wait a little longer, till it be- 
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comes more confirmed, and fixes itself in my 
vitals, and then I will send for a physician. Men 
do not treat their perishing bodies in this trivial 
way, but they do not scruple to neglect their never- 
dying souls, or to call unto the only Physician 
who can possibly cure them. I am fully per- 
suaded of the awful importance and necessity 
of conversion, and believe that it can alone be 
obtained by faith in Christ, and by the greq,test 
humiliation and self-abasement before God for 
all the sins of a misspent life, or, as you express 
it, 'a real heart-felt sorrow for sin.' May the 
grace of the Holy Sjpirit enable you and me to 
see and feel how awfully we have sinned against 
the God that made and still preserves us !" 

He took his stand at once on the side of Christ, 
as we find from such an incident as that men- 
tioned above, when he refused to dine at mess on 
Sunday. A month ago, he would have accepted 
the invitation without a disturbing qualm of con- 
science, or, if his better judgment had whispered 
disapproval, the warning voice would have been 
quickly stifled amid the merriment of gay com- 
panionship. Step by step he was led on by the 
Spirit of God ; acting, from the first, up to the full 
measure of light he received ; and conscientiously 
and carefully following out his convictions of 
dutv. 

F 
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" Bombay, I2th Nov. 1847. 
..." I assure you I have little prospect, and 
no great desire, to attain to a ' good old age.' Long 
ere that, I should say, the machinery will have 
worn out the case, even with every advantage of 
health and climate. I have now lived a quarter 
of a century, without having once reflected seri- 
ously on the great purpose of my life. I seem 
completely to have forgotten, that at my birth I 
entered on an eternal state of being; and have 
been so entirely engrossed with the fleeting things 
of this perishing world, and so indififerent about 
the concerns of the next, that I could not devote 
one hour to solemn preparation for it Oh I no, 
I cannot echo the praise which you bestow on 
Eobert in reviewing the different members of the 
family. Have I been doing ' exceedingly well,' when 
durii^ all this time I have been living without 
God in the world ? when, during so many years, 
I have never seriously reflected on the awful- 
importance and certainty of death and judgment, 
and have not thought it worth my while to secure 
an interest in the salvation of the Gospel, by a 
cordial humiliation of myself before God, for all 
the sins of a misspent life, and a lively faith 
in the atonement, so dearly purchased by my 
Saviour's blood. True, I may have been pros- 
perous in my worldly affairs under the blessing of 
God. But what will this avail me ? I may have 
acquired a good name among my friends, but 
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of what benefit will that be? The exercise of 
all those little deeds of virtue and humanity 
generally carries with it its own reward ; but to 
plead such an excuse before the Majesty of 
Heaven, would be like a criminal condemned to 
death pleading his kindness to his poor neigh- 
bours as a reason why he should not be sentenced 
when he had been convicted of high treason 
against his Prince. . . . You will, perhaps, think 
I am given much to sermonizing now-a-days, but 
the subject of religion seems to be now of so 
much importance, that I am determined to keep 
it always before me, and not follow the example 
of those who have no time for such reflections 
amid so many worldly engagements." 

From a long letter to his younger sister, dated 
November 27, 1847, we make the following short 
extracts : — 

" Wasn't it very kind in aunt E — to send me 
a present of books by Dr. Wilson ? I have written 
this mail to thank her for her kindness. The 
books are — Tfie Morning and Evening Portion, 
Life in Earnest, and The Mount of Olives, just the 
very books I would have chosen myself as my 
whole spare time is now employed in such studies, 
and I have lately made a good many additions of 
this kind to my library. The Mount of Olives 
seems an excellent work, and holds out such 
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manifest encouragement to earnest and constant 
prayer, that I expect to find it a most improving 
study. Good-night! How thankful I feel that to- 
morrow is the blessed Sabbath. ' A day in Thy 
courts is worth a thousand elsewhere/ 

" Oh ! let us never be ashamed of our pro- 
fession of the Gospel, or of the blessed Master 
whom we serve. Ashamed of Him, who left 
the glories of heaven that He might suffer and 
die for the rebellious ! of Him, whom angels 
and archangels, and all the hosts of heaven, 
cease not, day nor night, to worship, and whose 
glory is so resplendent that even these blessed 
spirits veil their faces with their wings as they 
approach His awful throne ! Wliat a privilege 
it is for sinful man to be admitted into commun- 
ion with the Holy God I I am now becoming 
in some measure sensible of this, and also of that 
blessed truth, that our Heavenly Father will not 
lend a deaf ear to our petitions, but grant His 
Holy Spirit to those who in faith ask Him. How 
could I disbelieve this before ? as if it were im- 
possible for the Almighty who made the heavens 
and fashioned this universe to grant the influence 
of His Holy Spirit to those who come to Him 
through the Eedeemer. 

" I am leading a very quiet Hfe, refusing all 
invitations that / can, and even when we have 
folks at home, making a hasty retreat to my 
bungalow. It is, no doubt, a duty to mingle occa- 
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sionally in the social circle ; but, at present, I feel 
that it is dangerous for me to mix too much with 
the world — a feeling which I know you too can 
understand. God bless you, my dear girl ! may 
He hear the prayers offered in your behalf by 
your very affectionate brother, 

" EoBBBT Brown." 

In the following letter he tells his father of liifi 
first approach to the Communion Table — an ordi- 
nance which, until this occasion, he had never 
before observed. The first desire of his renewed 
heart now, was to follow out to the letter every 
command of his Saviour ; and it was not likely 
that His dying wish would be overlooked or 
neglected any longer. 

TO HIS FATHER. 

"Bombay, llth Dec,, 
Saturday, 4 p.m. 

" My dear Father, — Having scored off a fair 
number of the mail letters from my Kst, I gladly 
devote my spare time this afternoon to your service, 
as the inward mail will probably be in before Mon- 
day, and weightier matters may then engage my 
attention. One matter, at least of great import- 
ance to me, will ere then have taken place ; and, 
from the tenor of my letters of late, you will not, 
I feel sure^ be surprised to hear that I purpose, 
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by God's blessing, making an open profession of 
my faith by approaching His Holy Table on the 
morrow. You may, perhaps, think it strange that 
I have allowed so many years to pass without 
observing this dying command of the Eedeemer ; 
but this is just a sample of what my life has been. 
I have been in reality living without God in the 
world. . . . Eeally, wlien I review my past life, 
I feel that, at every period of it, I have been most 
Tinhappy-a struggle between passion and prin- 
ciple has been continually going forward. I have 
been perpetually sinning against the dictates of 
reason and revelation. I hope and pray that, 
now I have been aroused, I may never again 
return to that destructive, fatal slumber. People 
may say what they like, but I know that I have 
never before felt myself so happy, as I have 
done since the important subject of religion has 
occupied my thoughta 

** Monday. — ^Yes, the Communion Sabbath is 
past, and although I did not derive that comfort 
and consolation which this holy ordinance is cal- 
culated to afford (chiefly bom allowing wandering 
thoughts to intrude on the occasion, and partly, I 
doubt not, from coming forward without a suffi- 
cient sense of my own utter unworthiness), still I 
will not despond, but consider that the vows of 
devotion to God's service, which I sealed at His 
Holy Table, are not altogether disregarded by His 
all-seeing eye." . . . 
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TO HIS SISTER H. 

" Bombay, 29th Dec. 1847. 

..." I think I can now reconcile the apparent 
anomaly of a man being devoted to his secular 
business, and yet having his heart 'right with 
God/ as you express it ; but it is a very difl&cult 
character to preserve. We may start in the 
morning, with the best intentions of carrying God 
in our thoughts, at least in some seasons of the 
day ; but ere we have gone far in the day's labours, 
we find ourselves totally immersed in them, and 
it is almost impossible to recall even the subject 
which formed our meditations in the morning. 
At least so I find it, and it is only when I have 
escaped from this djesk, and from the atmosphere 
of business which surrounds it, that I feel I can 
elevate my thoughts to the contemplation of the 
wondrous truths of the Gospel, and even then, so 
depraved is my heart, both by nature and prac- 
tice, that I can scarcely fasten my mind for any 
length of time upon these truths. The subject 
which I think we ought at such seasons to keep 
before us, is the great scheme of Eedemption by a 
crucified Saviour; that by contemplating the blessed 
Object of our faith nailed to the accursed tree, 
our hard hearts may be melted with love towards 
Him, Whom, by our sins we have pierced, and we 
may thus feel more emphatically that we ' are 
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not OUT own,' but bought with His precious 
blpoA 

" .... Oh ! H — ^, when I reflect on the value of 
one soul, and see around me daQy men who are 
living in total forgetfulness of either hefiven or 
hell ; when I think that some of my own friends 
liaye been summoned without warning into the 
presence of their Maker; and when I know from 
Scripture that their fate is ere this unalterably 
fixed for eternity, my eyes fill with tears, my 
heart's blood turns cold, and I feel as if I could 
go after them, and summon them back, to give 
them a day, or an hour's preparation, to meet an 
offended God. Did I ever tell you how uncertain 
life is in this country ? and yet, if one may judge 
from what he sees, the very circumstance of that 
cathedral bell there, so often tolling the departed 
kneU, tends to harden men's hearts. I told you I 
dined at Sir E. P — 's some weeks ago. Sepa- 
rated from me on the right at table by one was 
an elderly man, well known and weU liked here. 
I dare not say anything more of him. Some 
weeks afterwards his fifty-second birthday arrived, 
and at three o'clock he was congratulating himself 
on the event, and had invited a party to celebrate 
it. Before five he was taken ill^ and died that 
night ! Another of that party with whom I went 
down to dinner, and who should have sat next 
me, was carried off last week after a very short 
illness. At the same table, just two from me, was 
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another, whose wife has since been at the very 
gates of death ; and yet this man, on that occa- 
sion, was impiously jesting about the uncertainty 
of life here, and exclaimed, * Why, yes, it is too 
sudden : for you sometimes as]$ a man to dinner 
in the morning, and get an anfiWer from his execu- 
tor in the afternoon/ I could not help shudder- 
ing at the impiety of such a speech; and it surely 
can be no jesting matter, if the Bible be true, and 
our souls really are immortal 

"On Christmas- day we had the Forbes and 
some other people to dinner; one of them, a 
young officer who has come out, introduced to us 
a Mr. Eobinson, a remarkably fine young man — 
one of the few that you meet in your lifetime, 
and are prepossessed with at once — frank, affable, 
and gentlemanly. 

" . . . . One glimpse of eternity, or one scrip- 
tural hope of Enjoying never-ending bliss, does 
indeed cause the trifles of a day to fall back from 
our view into utter insignificance ; and such a 
contemplation, faint and visionary though it still 
is to me, does cheer and gladden me in my weary 
pilgrimage, and enables me to look on this world's 
possessions, and the acquirement of ease and afflu- 
ence, with at least some feeling of indifference, 
remembering that ' the fashion of this world soon 
passeth away.' I sometimes think that I should 
be quite content to be a beggar as regards the 
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things of this world, or a fool in respect to any 
mental attainments, if I could only be rich in 
faith towards God. 

*' Now, good-bye. Don't forget to bear me in 
your prayers at the Throne of Grace, and believe 
me," etc. 



f. 



CHAPTEE VI— 1848. 



PROGRESS. 



From this time forward, the law of his Christian 
character was progress. If the reader has patience 
to peruse the copious extracts from his letters in 
the following pages, he cannot but trace the growth 
in grace that marked the course of the living man. 
He was without Christian companionship at the 
commencement of his new career ; and although 
he often longed for congenial friends, the need of 
them seemed to send him all the more to the 
Fountain-head for instruction and guidance ; and 
"who teacheth like Him?" Eobert's views on 
religious truth exhibited, even at starting, a matu- 
rity remarkable in one who had bestowed so little 
attention on the subject previously ; while his 
deep and prolonged study of the Word of God 
enabled him to " give, to every man that asked 
him, a reason for the hope that was in him." His 
path, from first to last, was "like the shining 
light, that shineth more and more unto the perfect 
day." " I never knew so consistent a Christian," 
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said one lately, who was for years his most inti- 
mate friend in Bombay, and had many oppor- 
tunities of studying his character; "he never 
seemed to go back in the Divine life." 

Many expressions in his letters demonstrate 
his own deep self-abasement and consciousness of 
guilt, and his diary in after years abounds in 
acknowledgments of his shortcomings. Extend- 
ing as it does over two or three years of his sub- 
sequent course, it discloses the real source of that 
equanimity which drew so largely upon the ad- 
miration and respect of friends, and caused his 
brother merchants to wonder " how in the world 
he contrived to keep his temper with the pro- 
voking natives." Yet so successful was this 
Christian warrior in the fight of faith, that I be- 
lieve some of his most intimate friends, who may 
read these lines, wiU now for the first time learn 
the severity of the stiniggle habitually maintained. 

We resume his own story of his Ufe, by quot- 
ing some extracts from a long letter to the friend 
mentioned before, as taking an interest in his 
eternal welfare. 

"Bombay, Jan. 31««, 1848. 

. ..." On Saturday morning I found your 
most welcome letter awaiting my arrival here. 
Such epistles cause me to labour under a painful 
consciousness that, by your affectionate interest 
in his eternal welfare, you have imposed on your 
friend a debt of gratitude, which neither the 
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words of his lips can express, nor the actions of 
his life repay. He must therefore leave you to 
believe that the warm emotions of his overflow- 
ing heart cannot find utterance through the me- 
dium of speecL I must content myself by 
thanking you deeply. ... I do feel that my 
only hope of safety is in cleaving to that Eock, 
which the waves may buffet but cannot shake. 
Being now fully convinced that I cannot by any 
act of my own justify myself before a righteous 
God, I am fleeing to the only shelter from his 
wrath, assured that the blessed object of my faith 
is waiting to receive me, that the Almighty is 
willing to pardon me, and the Holy Spirit anxious 
to sanctify ma Yes, I am free to confess this 
is now the object of my hitherto objectless life ; 
and, there is much comfort in your scriptural 
quotation, that ' he who hath begun a good work 
in me, will carry it on to the day of Jesus Christ/ 
.... I cannot find any one whom I can com- 
mune with as a friend, and therefore live much, 
and meditate much, by myself; but here even 
alone there is much food for meditation, and as I 
nightly stroll along the beach I endeavour to 
direct my thoughts to the grand scheme of re- 
demption by a crucified Saviour, and I do realize 
something of the infinitude of that love which 
could bring down from the glories of His Father's 
kingdom Him, who was equal in power with 
God, to suffer scorn, persecution, and deatL* 
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How gratefully Eoberfc expresses himself in the 
above letter towards the friend who had .been 
prompted by the Spirit of God to direct his at- 
tention to eternal realities ! And yet we know, 
from the best authority, that the letter which, 
through the blessing of Gk)d, accomplished such 
blessed results, and received svich warm acknow- 
ledgments, was penned with sad shrinkings of 
heart, under an earnest sense of duty. There was 
the doubting, questioning hesitation of faithless- 
ness and fear : " How will he take this interfer- 
ence ? — ^what will the answer be ? — ^wiU he not 
be offended T The mail by which a reply could 
arrive was eagerly watched for, and when the 
tidings came (such is the working of unbelief), 
they seemed too good to be true. 

Header, may we not pause to learn a lesson 
here? How often, if Christians did but speak 
the word that rises to their lips, but is withheld 
by cowardice or want of faith, they would find a 
ready entrance to hearts abeady longing for in- 
struction and guidance? In how many a case, 
where we little think it, is an already awakened 
conscience thirsting for, and expecting such an 
appeal ? And does it not often happen that a 
word earnestly spoken, though unfavourably re- 
ceived at the time, becomes subject-matter for 
praise throughout eternity ? It is easier for some 
to write than to speak on religious topics. Per- 
haps if Eobert's correspondent had been by his 
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side, meeting him every hour, holding constant 
familiar intercourse with him from day to day, 
the courage which was barely sufficient for writ- 
ing might have failed utterly in any attempt at 
speaking. If we cannot conquer our diffidence, 
and express with our lips the desires of our hearts, 
let us adopt the easier method ; and He who 
owned such instrumentality in Eobert's case will 
not withhold His blessing. 

To his sister H. he writeSi February 15th, — 

..." Last week G. C. and I took atrip out to 
a place about fifteen miles off, where we enjoyed 
ourselves much shooting partridges and quail, and 
as we were both determined to be agreeable, we 
succeeded I spent some very pleasant hours out 
there, in reading Abercromby's Essays and Tracts, 
thus combining profit with pleasura We had 
some rational conversation too; and I was glad 
to have an opportunity of bringing before my 
Mend's notice the overwhelming importance of the 
* one thing needftd,' by his introducing the mourn- 
ful subject of his poor brother's death. He seemed 
fully to respond to the truth of all I said, though 
he could scarcely resolve that * tiow should be the 
accepted time * in his casa He is a very fine yoimg 
man, but I fear wiU have much to answer for, 
unless he decides for Christ, as I know he has 
been appealed to before. . . . 

"26^A. — Do you never find, in reading the 
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Scriptures, that some text which may have 
occurred to you only an hour or two before, 
meets your eye at once on opening the Bible, 
although you had no idea where to look for 
it ? Now, last night, in reading Job, a passage 
stood out before me that I had been thinking of 
when out riding. It was Job's exclamation after 
hearing of the loss of his family and his cattle, — 
* The Lord gave, and the Lord hath taken away ; 
blessed be the name of the Lord/ ... I can 
only say for myself, that since I have been led to 
trust more in God I have been far happier ; and I 
pray that He would strengthen my faith, and 
animate me with a pure feeling of love towards 
my Saviour, that I may be able to look up to 
Him at all times for strength, and comfort, and 
every Christian graca . . . But I must close, as 
it is just upon five, and I am always ready to start 
then, after being shut up in office all day. I shall 
read Baxter to-morrow, and am almost sorry to 
say I am near its close. Nice cool weather. 
Good-night.' 

Again he writes, on 1st April, — 

" When I last wrote to you, I can remember 
that I was well nigh vanquished by the assaults 
of the wicked one, who raised the most sinful feel- 
ings in my heart towards God. But this very 
trial and temptation was sent in mercy, that I 
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might have recourse to the only source of com- 
fort, the God of all consolation, I can truly say 
with the Psalmist, * I was brought low, and he 
helped me / and by this merciful deliverance from 
trouble, my faith is strengthened, and I draw en- 
couragement ' in all things by prayer and supplica- 
tion to make my requests known to him/ . . . 
That psalm must now be written for ever on the 
tablets of my heart, and its words of comfort must 
arise in all my times of trouble. After all, however, 
my faith and love are still weak and cold. I find 
much difficulty in holding communion with the 
searcher of hearts, and realizing His presence ; 
but the prayer of faith can work wondrous things, 
and I must, as you have told me, keep near a 
throne of grace, and have my wants supplied from 
the Fountain of living waters. . . . We had a 
party last night, and among others, my former 

friend Mrs. , with whom I had a^ood deal of 

amusement. She seems just the same merry 
creature as ever ; and her ringing laugh does a 
man's heart good. I got on very weU last night, 
although, from mixing little in the heau rrumde, 
I am not very conversant with the topics, which 
form the small talk of the gay. ... I cannot 
say that I have much love for the world, and but 
very little as yet to my Saviour, though no doubt 
the fire will be kindled by constant prayer. In 
this respect I labour under greater difficulties 
than you, from having wandered so much longer 

G 
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in the paths of sin. A quarter pf a century with- 
out God in the world ! If it were without food, 
without friends, without shelter, that were dismal ; 
but without the Fountain and essence of all 
happiness, in whom we live and move and have 
our being — an awful state for a created being ! I 
must get on with my work for the maiL" . . . 

In the following letter he replies to the argu- 
ments of a friend, who seems to have disapproved 
of the line of conduct adopted by Eobert with 
regard to worldly gaieties. During the few months 
preceding the date of this letter, frequent allusions 
to the subject in his correspondence showed that 
he was excluding himself very much from general 
society, refusing many invitations, and spending 
a large portion of his time in solitude. • Not that 
he did not know and acknowledge from the first, 
that he had social duties to perform, and that a 
Christian is called upon to "let his light shine 
before men ;" not that he, for a moment, thought 
that true religion can possibly consist in monastic 
solitude or self-absorbed austerity. Still less was 
there anything about him of the " Stand by, for I 
am holier than thou !" but he feared himself ; he 
trembled lest he should lose impressions which, 
in times gone by, had proved so transient. He 
knew that he was weak, and that the world, the 
devil, and the flesh were strong. And who shall 
condemn the course he took ? Let such consider 
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his " strong reasons," as detailed by himself in 
the following terms : — 

"Bombay, IZth April 1848. 

" My dear — ^, . . . You do not go along with 
me in my views in reference to absenting myself 
from balls and parties. Well, I freely admit, that 
on my first awakening I had no inclination for 
society, and courted solitude as much as possible. 
This arose from a fear lest the impressions which 
then were made on my mind should be dissipated 
altogether, as they had often been before, by 
mingling in society. I therefore became a bit of 
a recluse, and meditated much, which course 
seemed to me then, and still does, the proper one 
to be pursued at such a time, at least the safest. 
Since that time, however, I have not led so solitary 
a life, because I feel it is now less dangerous for 
me to mix a little with the world ; while, at the same 
time, it is no doubt one's duty to associate with one's 
fellow-creatures. But I see no reason to change 
my views in regard to attending these fashionable 
gaieties, — balls, dancing parties, theatres, etc., — 
for this simple reason, that they indispose, if they 
do not altogether unfit, for evening devotions. Do 
not mistake me ; I am agreed with you in think- 
ing that a man should be equally religious and 
present with his Maker in the crowded assembly, 
or in the solitude of his chamber ; but I maintain 
that the tendency of such gaieties is to draw the 
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heart away from Gk)d, and indispose it for com- 
munion with Him. At least they have this effect 
upon mCy and therefore it is clearly my duty to 
keep aloof from them. I have no wish to pre- 
scribe rules for otherg ; and though it seems a 
pmctical principle, that * we must hold intercourse 
with God, or our souls wiU die ; we must walk 
with Him, or Satan will walk with us ;' it is not 
for me to define how this principle is to be applied, 
as men's minds and habits so essentially differ. 
I cannot imagine, if my own life were drawing 
to a close, that at such an hour I would counsel 
those friends who stood by me to mingle more 
with the world, to mix freely in its gay scenes ; 
and if these would be my sentiments then, why 
should they not be so now ? At the same time, 
stoical apathy and indifference to the world is to 
be guarded against, though I think we are en- 
joined by Scripture to keep our hearts free and 
disentangled from earthly objects. *Let those 
who buy be as though they possessed not ; and 
those who have wives as thoiigh they had non^ ;' 
remembering that ' the fashion of this world 
passeth away.' We are so apt to have our affec- 
tions absorbed by this world ; and * we cannot 
serve God and mammon.' * If any man love the 
world, the love of the Father is not in him.' 
' Come out from among them, and be separate ;' 
this text favours my ^'iew of the subject.'' . . . 
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The brief passages from long letters which 
follow, show that he had now entered into the 
enjoyment of that holy peace which passeth all 
understanding, and had attained to the glorious 
liberty of the sons of God. Incidental notices 
also bring out the fact that he was emphatically 
an active Christian. Having himself obeyed the 
gospel message, he felt that the voice of the Spirit 
whispered to him, "Let him that heareth say, 
Come." Letters, containing earnest and affection- 
ate appeals, soon found their way to those dearest 
to his heart ; the word of kindly entreaty, accom- 
panied by a useful book, was addressed to friends 
and acquaintances in that strange land; tracts 
were procured, and prayerfully distributed ; and 
money freely given for the evangelization of the 
heathen around, and for the benefit of our desti- 
tute countrymen abroad. 

** Mahabaleshwar, 1848. 

..." That legal spirit which has been clinging 
to me ever since I made a study of divine things, 
is now being dispeUed from my mind, through 
the influence of the Holy Ghost, and I cling to 
that precious gospel, ' Ye are not under the law, 
but under grace.' 

" If I had better paper, and was more in the 
humour for writing, I might attempt to show you 
the view displayed from Sidney Point there, where 
my steps so often linger ; but I . could not do 
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justice to it. Klahdallali is a pretty valley, but 
the extent of the scenery here, — the blue peaks 
in the distance, the native huts down below, the 
setting sun, and sundry fleecy clouds tinged by 
his rays, not to mention the imaginary bullocks 
grazing on the hiU-side,— all make up a very fine 
view ; but I am glad to see the sun is at length 
appearing through the clouds, so that I '11 have a 
walk after alL I dine with the Principal to- 
night, a man of extensive and varied information, 
firom whose remarks one may always learn some- 
thing." 

" Bombay, JwZy Ist, 1848. — . . . On the other 

hand, as I think must see some change in 

me, it cannot appear a gloomy change, for I have 
been remarkably cheerful since my return ; and 
much, if not all, of this happy state of mind I 
trace to faith in that 32rf verse of the ^ih chapter 
of Romans, Indeed, my cup has been running 
over. Peace, which was so long a stranger to my 
breast, now reigns there ; and I hope love will be 
largely shed abroad there also. . . . 

" I was calling upon Dr. Stevenson the other 
day, asking him about tracts, and he showed me 
some in the native language, a lot of which I mean 
to buy and distribute. I am subscribing to these 
publications now ; and you know I have already 
a pecuniary interest in Alfred Lyon's school I 
am glad you found my little present of money 
useful in Islay. How you must have hoarded up 
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for six months I Eemember, my deax girl, I expect 
that you will always tell me of any charitable 
objects at home in need of support, and I shall be 
delighted to give what assistemce I can ; or per- 
haps it would be better for me to send you money 
from time to time, that you may devote to such 
objects as you think in need of pecuniary aid. 
Be sure and tell me what can be done for the 
Islay people. You aUude to a missionary ; if any 
friends would join, I would gladly subscribe £20 
or £30 annually to so good an object ; nor would 
this be a sacrifice, for, as I have before told you, I 
am not ambitious about making a fortune. Be- 
sides, surely we are imperatively called on to 
devote some portion of our substance at least in 
relieving the wants of our poorer brethren. 

" 13th, my Bedroom, 8 J P.M. — I see I shall have 
little time to write you either to-morrow or next 
day ; and although, in ordinary cases, I consider it 
a great bore to write at night, after writing all day 
at the office, I gladly devote an hour this evening 
to your service. 

" I have at length, I think, got into the way of 
becoming acquainted with some good people. A 
prayer-meeting is held every Saturday night at 
the house where Dr. Stevenson lives ; but as the 
house is not his, neither Macduff nor I liked to 
intrude there. However, the other day he called 
to say he would be delighted to see us, whenever 
we could come ; and last Saturday we went, and 
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enjoyed the meeting very much. It consisted of 
about nine or ten gentlemen, including four or five 
of my own profession, two military men, and six 
or seven ladies ; and although I don't hesitate to 
say it was rather awkward entering the room, not 
knowing the hostess, we soon got over that, and 
found- ourselves among a party of friends. The 
service consists of a hymn, then prayer, then a 
chapter of the Bible (each reading a verse), which 
the Doctor afterwards expounds, and any one who 
likes may make remarks. I got some new views 
on the chapter read, the 8th of Luke. I will give 
you them in a few words ; perhaps you will tell 
me whether they are new to you. . . . 

"Altogether, it was a very interesting meeting, 
and the Doctor has such a winning way of bring- 
ing Scripture truth before the mind, that he is 
calculated to do much good If you heard him 
expatiating from the pulpit on the love of God, 
your soul would be stirred within you ; no fine 
displays of eloquence, but language coming from 
his heart. People may talk of the raptures felt 
while listening to the sweet strains of music ; but 
such discourses on such a subject have charms for 
me that no opera could possess. 

" Just as you say, my dear, there is too much 
working by proxy in the church. I am quite 
conscious of this. I subscribe to deserving ob- 
jects ; but no sacrifice is thereby made. Were I to 
crucify the flesh more, and to check eveiy irritable 
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feeling, thus xnaintainiDg a consistent walk, and 
doing some little good to the cause of Christ ; for 
nothing does so much harm as an irregular walk. 
that I could acquire some conformity to His 
blessed image ! for in many good qualities I may 
still take a lesson from the unconverted, so back- 
ward am I in the Christian course." . • . 

The name of Dr. Stevenson, then chaplain of 
St Andrew's Church, Bombay, occurs very fre- 
quently in Eobert's letters. He derived great 
spiritual comfort and benefit from the ministra- 
tions of this devoted chaplain, and often wrote 
long extracts from, and sketches of, his sermons. 
Dr. Stevenson's memory is held in reverence by 
all who knew him in Bombay, .and who appre- 
ciated his deep piety, his remarkable skill in 
expounding the Scriptures, as well as his varied 
general acquirements. 

<* Bombay, Zlat August 1848. 

..." I am wonderfully happy here all by myself, 
and if those teazing mosquitos would not fatten 
themselves so habitually m the evenings on my 
lUy hands, I could get through much reading with 
more pleasure. ... It is not difficult to maintain 
a generally cheerful disposition, and to show that 
religion is not a gloomy thing ; but if we would 
adorn the doctrine of the Cross, we must patiently 
suffer injuries, and allow a harsh word or an 
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unkind look to pass unobserved. This is a diffi- 
culty to man, for it wounds his pride ; but what 
honour we would do the cause if we could thus 
show forth the beauty of holiness ; ' If ye do good 
to them which do good to you, what reward have 
ye ? do not even the publicans the same V We 
must grow in love to the Saviour. I strive to 
keep His blessed example before me in my daily 
walk ; the meekness, and humility, and love 
which He displayed may well serve as a pattern. 
I am grieved to think that my poor endeavours in 
behalf of friends have not, I fear, in any case, 
been attended with permanent benefit. I made 
this discovery on getting next one the other night 
at dinner. We afterwards had a long talk on the 
subject, in which I brought forward my own short 
experience in proof of the happiness of a religious 
life. My opponent was rather staggered when at 
last I asked him what he would do ; for he seemed 
to admit the necessity of the new birth some time 
or other. I haVe given him Foster's introductory 
essay to Doddridge to read ; and a;s it completely 
answers all these objections, I have great hopes it 
may be blessed to my friend ; but it is God the 
Holy Spirit alone who can make the truth come 
home to the heart with power. 

"2.15 P.M.; Office, — ^Well, I am just about to 
send the office letters away, 'and have only a few 
minutes to close my chat with you ; somewhat 
unconnected it has been, I grant you, for I was 
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• 

out of sorts this morning, and ill disposed for 
writing, Some one says ' the spirit of the world 
is a strong assimilating principle/ and I indeed 
find it so. I need to retire from the crowd, other- 
wise I should soon be carried along with the 
stream, and forget the great object of life. . . . 
These prayer-meetings are really very instructive, 
and I like them mucL We had an excellent 
exposition on the Lord's Prayer the other night, 
and the worthy Doctor makes things so plain, that 
even my confused noddle (which really seems to 
get worse as it gets older) is able to take in the 
truths. If this Saturday night meeting were no- 
thing else than a preparation for the Sunday, it 
would be worth attending ; for what an injurious 
effect is produced on my mind when I dine out on 
Saturdays. I don't intend to do so now, and in- 
deed have no wish. One has enough, I think, to 
struggle against, even in the most careful walk, 
without running into fresh temptations. I see I 
never shall be happy till my heart is moulded to 
God's will ; till I receive all things as ordained 
by Him. I seem stiU to be clinging to this life 
for happiness ;' stiU expecting to have a smooth, 
easy course here, and quite forgetting that this 
state is a constant warfare, a cross-bearing, self- 
denying life. . I sometimes feel as if I wished 
that more were revealed about the future state, 
that I might cheer myself by anticipating its 
glories. We must rest on God's own word, * that 
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neither hath eye seen, nor ear heard, nor hath it 
entered into the heart of man to conceive, the 
things which God hath prepared for those who 
love Him.' But does this class include me? 
There is indeed little love in my heart yet, but 
by * looking out,' I hope the fire may burn. It is 
difficult to separate one's-self from the crowd, and 
without that there may be admiration but not 
gratitude towards Christ. What strange devices 
Satan uses to keep one away from the Cross, be- 
cause he knows we are at peace while gazing 
there. Wheu shall we enter into the full mean- 
ing, or comprehend the depth of the apostle's in- 
quiry, Eomans viii. 32 ? Not till in eternity we 
see His face." 

We close this chapter, and this year of Eobert's 
life, by sUght extracts from letters written dur- 
ing the concluding months. 

"30th Sept — ... I raipble a little this 
afternoon, just as I would if I were talking to 
you, which I am, on paper. You speak of 
wandering thoughts, but yours can be nothing, I 
think, to mine. ... I have been at the closing 
chapters of Baxter again ; but though I read him 
with delight, I find it most difficult to engage in 
the work of heavenly contemplation, particularly 
after bemg immersed in business all day; but 
this very strife with wandering thoughts I must 
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look on as part of my cross. I have been taking 
some little interest in that Orphan Fund I spoke 
of in my last letter ; getting little Bible-stories 
for the children, and I mean to make the ac- 
quaintance of Miss Hughes the teacher. ... I 
had a Frenchman staying with me for ten dajs ; 
he belongs to the frigate now here, and you can 
fancy the good French I talked to him ; but he 
spoke English well enough when he liked, and we 
got on well He was very amiable, and used to 
take sketches of temples, and women, and palan- 
quins, and umbrellas, and children ; and he really 
drew very well, though some of the natives he 
sketched looked very stiff, rheumatic, and un- 
happy on paper. 

" Nov, 3d, — ... I have read a book lately 
(Erchomena) on the second coming of Christ, in 
which the author very clearly proves, I think, 
that our Lord's reign on earth will be a personal 
one of a thousand years ; that those who are dead 
in Him, wUl rise and reign with Him, but that 
the bodies of the wicked will not rise tiU after 
that time is expired. I had some very interest- 
ing conversation with Dr Stevenson the other day 
about this ; and his view is, that some even who 
have lived without Christ will, when He appears 
in the clouds, 'look on him whom they have 
pierced' and be saved. He staggered me with 
this ; but I could not help admitting that I had 
never studied that prophecy much, nor applied it 
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in any particular way. But is there not something 
tangible to look forward to in the thousand years 
of perfect bliss ; that there is a period named, 
though not, perhaps, to be interpreted literally ; 
for the mind is lost in trying to contemplate the 
enmity of happiness ? I sometimes think that it is 
very distant — ^though surely not twenty or thirty 
years in my case. Have you this feeKng of im- 
patience, dear? — a restless inquisitiveness to know 
what we shall be ? But I must close, as it is just 
on the post hour. If you give tracts, I strongly 
recommend the Simfiei^s Friend ; it only costs 3d., 
and is au excellent little work." 



CHAPTEE VII.— 1849. 



CHRISTIAN WORK. 



Robertas correspondence this year ushers us 
into his sphere of Christian work. His letters 
are as long as ever, but they do not now treat so 
exclusively of his own feelings, and new formed 
views on the most important of all subjects. 
They tell how he embarked gradually in one^ 
scheme of usefulness after another, imtil the busy 
and active merchant became the busy and active 
Christian. It seems expedient, for the sake of 
the narrative, that he should tell his own tale, as 
he simply relates it from mail to mail in letters 
to a sister ; and, with a few exceptions, to quote 
exclusively from them. Those addressed to his 
father are often partially filled with business de- 
tails, which, of course, would be neither appro- 
priate nor interesting to the general reader. In 
all that concerned him, he sought to make his 
beloved parent a counsellor and confidant. And it 
is very touching and beautiful to see the union of 
the frank, familiar tone with that of respectful 
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deference which runs through all this part of his 
correspondence. 

TO HIS SISTER H. 

«* Bombay, March 24, 1849. 

..." Did I tell you that I have lately been 
trying to do something in the great cause by dis- 
tributing tracts? When I ride out at night, I 
take two or three in my pocket, and give, them to 
the natives that can read. I have also foimd out 
a retired English pensioner, to whom I hope to be 
of some use. I have certainly been very remiss 
in doing anything for others, since ' things unseen 
and eternal' were brought with force to my mind ; 
#and now, even, how much need is there to keep 
the cross before me, so apt am I to forget that ' I 
am not my own.' No wonder St. Paul was so 
unwearied in his Master's cause, 'when he deter- 
mined to know nothing but Jesus Christ and him 
crucified.' Did I tell you of the great interest 
M — takes in the orphan children connected 
with our church ? They have come out to live 
near us ; andEwart, Lyon, and Co. presented them 
with an old rattletrap of a carriage, which M — 
has had painted and done up most beautifully, 
and put a pair of bullocks into it, — a mode of 
travelling very common here with those who 
can't afford horses. The driver sits on the pole 
between the beasts, and pokes them up with his 
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toe, and steers them by their tails, screwing them 
round in the fonniest manner possible. It looks 
80 cttriouB to see the old shigram, in which the 
firm have travelled for so many years, now drawn 
by bullocks and filled with diildren. I should 
tell you that the bullocks are yoked too far for^ 
ward, or, owing to the length of the pole, the 
driyer has some difficulty in reaching them 
with his toe ; and M — was proposing to Miss 
Stevenson that I should take the post of coach- 
man, and use my long legs. 

"We meet very nice people at these prayer- 
meetings — Captain and Mrs. Mylne, for instance, 
on whom we called the other day. There is a very 
strong tie binding together the Lord's people ; aU 
having a cross, all following one Master, and all 
looking forward to an enduring habitation. We 
ought to cling more to each other in this wilderr 
ness world. . . . 

"31s^ March, — Saturday comes round again, 
and very quickly indeed do the weeks fly past, 
though I can't say the same of the daya It*s 
sometimes wearying to stick in the office when 
one has not much to do. At home, you might 
take a breath of fresh air on the Dean Bridge, or 
a stroll along George Street, or a walk to the 
Liverpool Docks ; but here, sit still and patiently 
perspire. Your letter came in yesterday morning, 
borne to my bedroom in the tiby fingers of the 
Baby Latham. You speak truly when you say 

u 
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there are times when I seem to walk in darkness. 
I trust more to my feelings than my faith : when 
they are active and buoyant, and the frame is 
spiritual, then I am all well; but this is not 
always the case, for things seen often obscure 
things imseen. I then go to the Psalms, and hear 
the sweet singer of Israel exclaiming, * Trust in 
the Lord, and wait patiently for him;' or to 
Isaiah, * Can a woman forget her sucking child V 
' I am he that comforteth you.'" 

" Bombay, 26«A ApHL 

" There is a lack of work in the office just now, 
and I have been employing myself with D'Aubign^; 
but variety is charming, you know ; so I lay it 
aside to have a chat with you. I wish indeed it 
were a verbal chat, for how much we both should 
have to say ! . . . 

" I may perhaps have never told you that there 
are islands in Bombay harbour ; and on some of 
these islands are old pensioners to take charge of 
the caves, etc. Well, Mr. Larkins and I went on 
a cruise the other day to visit these men, who 
have no church to go to, and are therefore much 
in want of spiritual instruction. At the first 
(Butcher's Island, where there are barracks), we 
met with little encouragement. The man was 
in no state to be spoken to on religious subjects ; 
although a week or two before he had received 
and listened to Mr. Larkins with much interest. 
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Then we went to Elephanta, which has some very 
celebrated caves. We found a very decent man 
here, a Bomanist ; and Mr. Larkins gave a sort of 
exposition, and" afterwards a prayer. This man 
seemed really interested. I left him Doddridge, 
my old favourite. I must confess to a feeling of 
false modesty in speaking to people on serious 
subjects ; but I think one gradually conquers this 
feeling. It is certainly very sinful, for why should 
we be ashamed before men of what we are not 
ashamed of before God, and what our reason tells 
us is right ? I don't know what to make of my 
friend the pensioner. He reads Doddridge and 
his Bible with interest, I believe ; but I fear he is 
still under the covenant of works, where I so often 
find myself toiling." 

The following letter is addressed to an aunt, 
with whom he had commenced a regular corre- 
spondence some months before, and from whose 
beautiful letters rays of light and encouragement 
often streamed on his solitary path :— 

TO MRS. L. B. 

*' The Monastebt, Mahabaleshwar, 
ZQth May 1849. 

" My dear Aunt E., — ^Tou see from the date of 
this, that I have escaped from the heat of Bombay 
at this trying season, and am now ruralizing in the 
invigorating climate of the hills. . . . AH this is 
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very gtand, but must be seen to be appreciated ; 
so I will not attempt any description, but pass on 
to thank you for your most Welcome letter of 18tli 
April, which reached me on the 26th of this 
month. So you think a lettet is an index to the 
state of the Writer's mind ? I am not sure if it 
always proves scf, even in rifly case ; but in that 
instance to which you refer, I think I must give 
you credit for rightly discerning, t do believe, 
when I wrote my letter of January, there was a 
feeling of spiritual languor pervading my soul; 
but I am sorry to say this is no imfeommon occur- 
rence. Being naturedly of a very excitable 
temperament, I am, of course, subject to seasons of 
depression, and when doubts and fears arise, I am 
too apt to become discouraged ; looking, in short, 
to my frames and feelings, which are perpetually 
changing, instead of to the finished work of Christ. 
The remedy you suggest is the only effectual one, 
in aU such sed,sons — a persevering application to 
the throne of grace ; a steadfast gaze on the 
Cross of Calvary. But, oh ! how difficidt it is to 
practise this — to keep ' looking unto Jesus,' when 
clouds and darkness obscure the horizon, and the 
heart feels almost desolate. However, it is the 
only way of obtaining peace, and I am resolved, 
by the help of the Spirit, to adopt M'Cheyne's 
advice — ' For one look you take at yourself, take 
ten looks at Christ.' I trust your advice in a for- 
mer letter, viz., realizing the ' Man of Sorrows,' 
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while on earth, has not been without benefit to 
me. It is most comforting to feel, that by solrow 
and suffering, we are conformed to the image of 
our Lord; and more so to think that He just 
passed through this world on His way to the 
heavenly kingdom. He is gone, and we shall 
soon follow. 

** If we had strong faith, we could soon look 
beyond the short period that intervenes between us 
and death. This is what I much desire ; to live 
on the borders of heaven, and regard the crosses 
and troubjes of life as a preparation for eternal 
happiness — as working out an exceeding weight 
of glory. 

" All my difficulties have arisen, I bejicve, from 
losing sight of the Divinity of Christ. WiU you 
direct the emphasis of your petitions on my be- 
half to this point ? for it is of the last importance 
that I should keep before me the all-sufficiency 
of the atonement, and, if possible, realize a sense 
of the Divine presence. With the comforting as- 
eurance that Omnipresence ,is by my side, that 
' tjie very hairs of my head are nimibered,' what 
trials could perplex, what dangers terrify ? But 
this is an achievement in the Divine life that is, 
I think, granted to few. Still, it is comforting to 
know that the same boundless stores of grace are 
offered to all : ' Whosoever will, let ,him come and 
tejce freely.' 



> >* 
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TO HIS SISTER H. 
"The Monastery, 2Sth May 1849. 
..." Well, I have now noticed the different 
points in your letter, and I can fancy you weary- 
ing all the time, and asking, * Well, but tell us 
what you are doing up there T Indeed, my life 
has been very monotonous since I arrived. The 
day I last wrote I dined with Captain and Mrs. 

— , where my friend was staying ; another 

guest was an officer of the 10th Hussars. I must 
confess I was disappointed with my visit. Mrs. 

is an elegant-looking person, with a great 

deal of conversation; but in our long sederunt 
(about seven hours), I think we might have intro- 
duced serious subjects. True, we had prayers ; 
but having heard that Captain was so de- 
cided a man, I expected the ' one thing needful' 
would have been the chief topic. He seems a 
very kind person, and no doubt a really pious 
man. But I learned a lesson that night that we 
must not look for too much in the creature. These 
streams are very well in their way, but they must 
not wean our affections from the Foimtain. Yes, 
this is the lesson in Christian discipline — a most 
needful though somewhat painful one — that I 
have been learning ever since I came up here. 
It is astonishing how we constantly look for en- 
joyment in the things of time and sense; and 
however indifferent we may profess to be to the 
pleasures derived from worldly objects, we shall 
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find, I think, on a diligent scrutiny of our own 
hearts, that we are a good deal dependent for our 
happiness on those things that perish in the using; 
that the bestowal of them, whether success in 
"t^usiness, or the comforts and enjoyments of social 
intercourse, affords us very considerable gratifica- 
tion, and consequently their absence occasions a 
corresponding disappointment. But it would not 
be so if we had our affection set on things above, 
and were living * by faith, not by sight/ 

" The weather, even here, you know, is too hot 
to be out in during the day, so we generally take 
a ride or walk in the mornings to one of the 
different points commanding a view of the sur- 
rounding country. It is an imposing sight to 
foUow the dense clouds of mist rolling up the 
valleys, like an ocean, while the mountain peaks 
rise above like islands in the landscape. But I 
have been more struck this year with the excessive 
richness of the foliage on the hill itself — such a 
beautiful bright green, extending oVer the place. 
When we coine in we have strawberries and 
cream — an inmiense treat to tawny- faced, or rather 
blanch -cheeked Indians — then read, dress, and 
breakfast about 10.30 ; after that I retire into this 
room, a sort of parlour, to read, leaving the other 
three, Tristam, Coles, and Parsons, in the drawing- 
room. I have been engaged with D*Aubign6, but 
have laid it aside to take up M*Cheyne's Life, 
which Mrs. Aitken lent me, and is, I know, a 
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great favourite of yoxira. I have been quite de- 
lighted witli it, particularly his letters, whieh axe 
so beautifully simple and most encouiagiiBig ; bsd 
his text all through is 'looking unto Jesus* — ' for 
one look -at yourself, take ten looks jsit {jhmsL' 

"The most <delightfiil passage I havejnet mth 
is at the close of Sermon x : 'If .Christ had been 
on earth, ^woold you mot haiv^e gone to Him ? 
would you not have kneeled and said. Lord, hei^p 
me ? Does it rmdke amy difference that He is at the 
right hand (cf Qodi He is the same yesterday, 
to-^day, and for ever/ This is really most com-- 
forting, and brings Ghrist very near -the believer. 
Altogether, Itrust this work has been blessed .to 
me. You know my difficulties :have all axdsen 
fipom losing sight of the Divimity of the Saviour ; 
and I hope you have ^not omitted to make this an 
importaat point in your prayers on my behali If 
this were realized fully, and kept before the mind, 
then the attribute of omniscience and omni- 
presence could not fail to rawaken ifeelings of 
love and confidence, and gratitude .ctnd devotion. 
As it is now nearly 5 o'clock, I must prepare .for 
a ride to Gates Point, where ithere is a very fine 
view. I am all alone, and rather solitaiy, two of 
our pafty having left ^a week ago, and Parsons 
yeGTberday. Qood- night, .dear ! 

" There is a veiy worthy old woman heare, a 
Mrs. Gmves, the widow o£an American missionary, 
who keeps a native school. I;went to the exa- 
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minatioii tlie other day, at Miss L's request, 
and the little girls really answered well. I have 
been up again this moming, ^ the old lady told 
me this was the day she relieved the beggars ; but 
I was too late, and therefore left the money witii 
her. She sometimes stays here during the rains, 
although the sua seldom shines for four months ; 
but she is not glooQiy, for she says she has her Bible 
and her God. Could we be happy without any 
other company? She gave me her blessing at 
parting, which may not be lost, coming from such 
a quarter. 

*' Plenty of i^hunder and rain last night, and 
rumbling in the heavens now, so that tiie monsoon 
seems neao* at hand. I intend staying here till 
the 4th, and then returning to Bombay by the 
route I took last year. Nothing more to add, 
except my best love to all ; and oh ! do let us 
keep eternity before us, that the trifles of this 
p^assing world may lose their value in our sight. 
— 'Ever," etc., .^. 

^* Bombay, 29^ June 1849. 

" Yes, my dearest , here I am again. I 

returned to Bombay on the 15th, after a tolerably 
pleasant trip down from the hiUs. My last letter 
to you left me on the 30th ult., I think. Well, I 
stayed on till the 5th, leading quite a solitary life ; 
although the Lord Bishop did fevour me with a 
call the day before Iileft, and invited me to dinner 
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that night, when I met the Honourable Mr. Hobart, 
a young civilian. I journeyed down the next 
morning to Meera, where I breakfasted, and in 
the afternoon to- Sattarah, where I dined with 
the Aitkins, and spent a very pleasant evening ; 
probably the more so, because I had been alone 
for a week. The next day I reached Neera Bridge, 
and there I tarried a week, enjoying some pretty 
good shooting, and carrying off a couple of ante- 
lopes as trophies, getting a very brown face and 
hands, the colour of vermilion or Othello. 

" My stay at Neera Bridge terminated on the 
13th, when I rode to Sassoor, putting up at the 
palace, where you have neither bed, chairs, nor 
table. But I was fortunate in finding a friend 
here, who gave me a dinner, and with whom I 
afterwards joined the ladies, very brown and dirty. 
The next morning I rode into Poona, where I 
found a gentleman very anxioua to travel with 
me in the phaeton, and as it was a means of saving 
some 1 2 rs., I gratified the man. Discomfort, shak- 
ing, want of sleep, etc., were our portion till we 
reached Panwell, where, after taking some coffee, 
we were carried out to a canoe on men's backs, 
sat in this affair for a couple of hours, got 
thoroughly soaked, and then reached the steamer, 
where, as I had no dry change, I undressed and 
lay down, wrapped in a dampish sheet. But why 
do I fill my paper with these details, when I 
should have so many other things to tell you ? 
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** This trip has invigorated my body, and I trust 
has also been sanctified to my soul. T have been 
made to see more of the emptiaess of the creature, 
^and to feel more the privilege of communion with 
the Creator. Yes, I had a wonderful and an im- 
mediate answer to prayer, just the day after I 
wrote to you. Why should we not go at all times, 
to the Fountain-head for the supply of our wants, 
and the comforts of the Holy Spirit ? How often 
since I wrote to you have my fears been disap- 
pointed, and my expectations realized ! and why 
do I for a moment doubt the willingness of my 
Heavenly Father to grant me all things needful, 
when He has given His own Son for me? how can 
I doubt His power when He has created all worlds ? 

" Death has been busy here during my absence, 
and now there is much sickness in the island. 
Poor Alio Forbes, a young man at the head of 
Forbes' company, died three days ago; and Edward 
Parsons, whose brother I was staying with at the 
hOls, was buried this morning. Dr. Stevenson 
officiated at Forbes' funeral, and a most impressive 
address he gave us, showing that it is in seasons 
of distress that the gospel scheme shines to ad- 
vantage ; that it is the sick and distressed who 
have need of the Physician. I trust these deaths 
will be blessed to many of the survivors ; and I 
have been availing myself of the occasion to write 
a word to one or two of my indifferent friends. 
How true are the words of the poet, 'AH men think 
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all men mortal but themselves/ The m^iil is in, 
and I am anxiously looking for your letter. Good- 
ipight. 

" The Ls and family go to Poona, where they 
will likely remain for two or three months ; 
but L. will be down in the interval. They will 
be better for a change, for they are very white, 
I shall be busy during L's absence, and must 
become a man of business. It will be very re- 
quisite that I keep near Him who has all the 
treasures of wisdom and knowledge at His dis- 
posal ; for one must soon forget his own ignor - 
ance, and be insensible to his own weakness, when 
he knows that an omnipotent arm protects him, 
and an omniscient mind is ready to impart all the 
wisdom he requires. But I must close." 

It was Eobert's habit to make the Lord his 
counsellor ; he did not exclude that Best JFriend 
fipom his daily occupations, content merely to 
give up a small portion of time each Sabbath 
to the service of Jehovah. He was as much 
a servant of God in the counting-house and on 
the exchange, amid the worries of copamon life as 
in the house of God, and when directly engaged 
in the holy exercises of devotion. Not a care 
harassed him, not a burden pressed heavily on his 
heart, not. a perplexity in active life occurred but 
each led him to the throne of .grace. Two texts 
there are in Holy Writ which were embalmed in 
his heart, and which specially encouraged him to 
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brihg his business matters to God : *' Commit thy 
way unto the Lord, and hfe shall bring it to pass ;" 
and again, " In all thy ways acknowledge him, 
and he shall direct thy paths." He believed those 
words, he acted them out, and assuredly he had 
the fulfilment of the promises. 

Doubtless had he kept a diary at this time, as 
he did in later years, we should have had parti- 
cular rdention of particidar temporal blessings 
sought and granted. Ftirther oii, we make quota- 
tions from his journal, which prove the truth of 
what we have been saying, and show how, in the 
transactions and incidents of commercial life, he 
earnestly sought the aid and blessing of Him, 
without whom nothing truly prospers. liVere this 
line of conduct habitually carried out by men 
of business, and the reitiembl^nce maintained that 
the eye of the Searcher of hearts rests on every 
dealing, every bargain, every arrangement, surely 
we should hear of fewer startling failures and 
disgraceful bankiniptcies, fewer wild and question- 
able speculations. 

I ** Bheacb Cottage, Bombay, after Dinner, 
Sd Aufftut — Gococt-nut day, 

"My dearest Sister, — This is called Cocoa- 
nut Day, because the natives throw cocoa-nuts into 
the sea to propitiatle the deity who presides over 
that element — a sort of prayer, in fact, for fine 
weather ; and on this day it is supposed that the 
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worst of the monsoon is over, and the native boats 
can commence trading again ; but surely this year 
there will be an exception to the rule, for such a 
day of wind and storm we have had ! yet the natives, 
nothing daunted, have faced it all, and although 
the fair and whirligigs and knockemdowns have 
not been brought into requisition, the sacrifice, I 
doubt not, has been duly performed to the old 
ocean, and the natives are satisfied But I have 
no letter from you. There has been such a storm 
of wind and rain during the last fortnight that no 
mail has arrived, and I really suspect some acci- 
dent must have befallen the Irig that was bring- 
ing it across from Aden. Did I say we had had 
wet weather ? but what idea can you form of rainy 
weather here ? It may perhaps assist you to 
fancy all the rain you have in twelve months col- 
lected and poured down in one week. In one night 
10 inches fell — nearly half as much as you have 
in a year, only fancy — and it is all good for the 
country, though we could do now with a little 
sunshine. As for out-of-door exercise, it is out 
of the question, although I did try it in despera- 
tion last night, and got my good silk umbrella 
smashed, and of course my clothes wet through. 
One gets accustomed to anything ; and even this 
wet weather, gloomy, dreary, and depressing though 
it be, has its advantages. Does the weather affect 
your spirits at all ? Are you as merry and cheerful 
in a bleak November afternoon, while struggling 



CHRISTIAN WORK. 127 

along the streets, as you are in a bright spring 
morning when the birds are chirping beneath your 
window, and all Nature is fresh and green and 
smiling around you? I freely admit that the 
weather has a considerable effect on my spirits, 
and I can well sympathize with the poet of Olney 
when he says of the English climate, * Thy fogs, 
etc., incline all hearts to sadness, and none more 
than mina' 

" Well, here I have been alone for a month, and 
have got on wonderfully well It was necessary, 
as I said, that I should become a man of busi- 
ness in L's absence, and, although still often a 
dreamer, I have been assisted and directed by a 
Higher Power; but I may well confess with 
shame how often duiing the past month I have 
resembled the lepers who were cleansed by our 
Lord, and have neglected to give thanks. . . . 
Of course, I have had more to think of, of a 
worldly nature, in L.'s absence, and have often 
found it hard to look on aU these things here 
as trifles. It is not difBcult to set- out in the 
morning with this view; but oh ! when one plunges 
into the bustle of life and engages in a business 
fraught with so many important interests, it is no 
easy matter to give the things of time only as 
much care and attention as they deserve from an 
immortal being, particularly such a nervous, ex- 
citable being as your brother ; or to look on them 
as we shall wish we had done, when this world 



^ 
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and all its attractioiis are fading from omr view. 
This is the great difficulty of the Christian coarse, 
' walking \yy faith. Hot by si^i' 

" We are collectiiig money to form a little Chelsea 
for the old pensioners, and, as I am on the com- 
mittee, I may have an oppfOitunity of doing some- 
thing in this scheme, besides aiding it with my 
parse. It is an admirable one, reselling men, 
women, and children from drunkenness and in- 
famy, and has been a^ly advocated by Dr. Bnist 
in his paper, as well as by the daily publications. 

" Saturday y 1 1 p.m. — I have just read your let- 
ter, etc. Ah, yes ! I ain much disappointed that 
William is to go to BengaL His coming out here 
has engaged more of my thoughts than anything 
else perhaps for a long time. 'I had cc^tles built 
for him, and they aU crumbled into ruins this 
morning." . . . 

" B6MBAY» OetoUr 15, 1849. 

..." The prayer which was so immediately 
answered related to excessive mental depression 
existing from various causes ; but unless you have 
been in similar circumstances, you cannot appre- 
ciate the relief of an instanta7ieou>8 answer. My 
feelings and language were like his who exclaimed 
in impatience, ' Come down ere my child die!' . . . 

" I told you in miy last letter that we had taken 
a house for the pensioners. Only fancy, the sub- 
scriptions now exceed £2000 ! We have got some 
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men and women housed, and it is a great pleasure 
to me to go round and see them and strive to do 
something for them. I am appointed one of the 
visitors for this month, -and I intend to go on the 
Sundays and read to them. You would be de- 
lighted to see them, I daresay. It is a capital 
field for me, if I only work. I feel that it is 
better for the Archdeacon and Dr. Stevenson, and 
such men who have got headsy to deliberate and 
devise schemes for the promotion of the charity ; 
but my place wiU be to execute them, in my 
small sphere. By attending to the temporal wants 
of the people, we may induce them to listen now 
and then to a spiritual lesson. You see in what a 
hurry I write, but I always find time: * Where 
there's a will,' etc. I think I never told you 
about the soirees that Smith and Macduff some- 
times give to the orphans. There was one about 
two months ago, and the fun is that they all have 
a grand feast; and then there are games, and 
raffles for pencil-cases and pocket-books, which 
I supplied. Although I don't care much about 
children, I must say I enjoyed their happiness, 
and was much struck with the tender care that 
Bell Macartney bestowed on her little sister, who 
was taken ilL The mother of these children died 
in the hospital about four months ago, and died 
in peace, when M. assured her they would 
be admitted to the orphanage as a home. She 
solemnly made them over to him, and soon afber- 

I 
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wards expired, strong iu the faith of her Eedeemer. 
There, you see, is an instance of the benefit of the 
orphanage : two children left helpless welcomed 
within its waUs. I feel rather interested in the 
Macartneys on this account. Last week there was 
a grand Uow out at J. S/s. Such cakes and 
ice-puddings, and lemonade and fruit ! and then 
there was the magic -lantern afterwards, and 
blind man's buff, and all sorts of fun. I per- 
sonated the blind man, and soon cleared the coast 
with my formidable feelers. The Willises were 
there, and the lady laughed much ; and the P.s, 
very nice Irish people; and indeed it was good 
ftm for both the old and young bairns, I am 
going to act for M. a bit at the school during his 
absence. 

" Did I teU you of a native school that I go to 
see sometimes and supply with books, the master 
being a Brahmin, and a sort of enthusiast in edu- 
cation ? Well, the cholera has been raging in the 
village, and when I heard of it I took out a bottle 
of cholera-mixture, which has cured seven or eight 
cases. Isn't this veiy cheering, and an encourage- 
ment to us to use whatever means we have in our 
power ? The Brahmin and my Hindu interpreter 
are both very grateful, and came in yesterday to 
present me with some nice fresh fish. The latter 
is coming to the orphanage to teach Mahratta. I 
don't know whether all these egotistical details 
interest you or not, but I fancied they might, and 
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therefore gave them, and if you have no objec- 
tion I'll close for to-night. You heard of my horse 
coining down, and, strange to say, not two minutes 
before I was just thinking that if such an accident 
were to happen, it could only do so with the 
sanction of Omnipotence, and to serve some good 
purposa Providentially I escaped with a scratch 
or two, but it might have been serious. 

" I have commenced learning the fiddle, as it is 
right to cultivate a taste which I have always had 
for music ; but I see you are laughing at me, so I 
will add no more, but that I remain," etc. 



TO HIS FATHER. 

"Bombay, 1849. 

" My dear Father, — I had but time to write 
you a few words by last mail, expressing my dis- 
appointment that WiUiam was to go to Bengal ; 
but taking all things into consideration, it ^eems, 
after aU, to be the best choice he could make ; 
and it would be selfish in me to wish him here 
when he has better prospects of success on the 
other side of the country. At first it was a sad 
disappointment to me, because I had been scheming 
a good deal on the strength of his coming out, 
and you may well believe what great delight it 
would have given me to have welcomed so near a 
relation in this land of exiles, and to have opened 
my hand and heart and purse to the young artil- 
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leryman. It will be pleasant even now to have 
him within hail; and I must write and give him 
good counsel, and have a letter waiting his arrival 
at Calcutta, which, if his feelings at all resemble 
mine, will cheer his heart. ... I am quite re- 
joiced to hear that you are pleased with the pre- 
sents I sent, and I hope you will be able to find 
the proper owners for the stray legs and arms. 
Thank you for the admonition not to spend money 
in this way, but really I think it is the chief 
pleasure one has in making it ; and if I were at 
home, I trust I should still have an opportunity 
of gratifying my ' generous propensities,' as you 
are pleased to caU them. 

" The prospect of having another ramble with 
you in the Highlands is too much happiness, I 
fear. But we may live in hope," etc. 

«* Bombay, Nov. 2, 1849. 

"... The pensioners' scheme gets on ; and as 
I am one of the visitors appointed for this month, 
I am frequently there. On Sunday, I go over 
and read a chapter of Doddridge to them ; and 
they are very attentive, and, I think, impressed. 
It was quite an act of crucifixion of the flesh 
going over the first Sunday ; but I was strength- 
ened, and my prayer was heard. Who knows but 
that a book which was blessed in my own con- 
version may be sanctified to them? The same 
power is pledged ; so let us * not limit the Holy 
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One of Israel' Larkins, the great promoter of 
the scheme, is proposing to have a prayer-meet- 
ing with them during the week; and he also 
wants me to take a small congregation of about ten 
out near Grovernment House, people who don't go 
to church, owing to the distance. I think I shall 
do this on Sunday morning, and relieve him of 
the duty, as he performs service at the pensioners' 
place after church. I am tempted to think some- 
times that this is rather out of my way : but it 
is a wile of the great enemy ; for if the ministers 
don't engage in the work — and they can't do 
everything — ^it is surely the duty of laymen to 
promote the cause of their common Master by 
reclaiming wandering sinners. My first pensioner 
friend is ill in the hospital ; and I went to visit, 
and read with him last Sunday, but did not get 
much encouragement. I must, however, go again. 
The other scheme I have in view is to rescue, if 
possible, these poor abandoned women, our own 
countrywomen, from the misery and degradation 
into which they have sunk. I went after one the 
other day, who I know is sick of her present life, 
but could not find her. 

** I don't make much progress with the fiddle ; 
the notes in the book bother me, and I don't 
give my mind to my lesson suflSciently. These 
demi-semi-quavers are alarming. I hope to play 
in time though. L has begu^ the gSitar. and 
taken to painting (both landscapes and bath-tubs), 
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SO there is a taste for the fine arts being culti- 
vated at the Breach." ... 

" Bombay, 21th Nov. 1849. 

" My deabest — ^, . . . Well, I told you in my 
last that Mr. Larkins wanted me to do a little 
work on Sunday mornings, out at PareUa We 
went together one morning, and found a small 
congregation of ten or twelve in the gardener's 
house; and Larkins gave an excellent address, 
suited to both old and young. The next Sunday 
I went myseK — ^you may fancy at what a cruci- 
fixion of the flesh ; but, as before, at the Pen- 
sioners', my prayer was heard, and I got through 
pretty well; though I find a poverty both of 
ideas and language, or rather a diffidence, for I 
could speak to you for a month on these matters. 
It is very encouraging to see the folk so anxious 
to hear ; and most thankful are they for any one 
coming to them. The man is the gardener of the 
botanic gardens near Government House ; he has 
a wife and two bairns; then he has another 
woman staying with him with two bairns, I think, 
and a few other folk come up to attend the meet- 
ing. I think of reading Baxter's ' CaU ' instead 
of extemporizing to them; and M. is to come 
out with me, and take charge of the bairns. I 
cannot make myself simple to them, though I did 
examine the orphans the other day in geography. 
You must aid this little work with your prayers, 
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and especially pray that the preacher may be 
preserved from attaching any merit to the under- 
taking; for it is indeed most true, that all his 
services, instead of deserving a reward, need a 
pardon. I take out Doddridge and other books 
to give the people, which may also be blessed. 
My plan is, first to sing a psalm, then pray, then 
a chapter in both Testaments (the destruction of 
Sodom and the Prodigal Son formed my subject 
last Sunday), after that another psalm and prayer. 
Tell me if these minutise interest you, or if I can 
fill my letters with anything more interesting ; 
for I would fain be an agreeable correspondent, 
albeit a somewhat verbose one. The mail steamer 
is coming into the harbour, and I expect your 
letter to-night. Good-night" 

" Bombay, 29th Dec, 1849. 

" There is a dearth of employment just now 
in the office, pending the arrival of the steamer ; 
so I will begin my epistle to you this afternoon, 
as I shall be busy next week, preparing for the 
outward mail . . . My short experience tells me 
that the heart is the great source of all our sor- 
rows : * An evil heart of unbelief in departing 
from the living God.' We did not know much 
of this at our conversion; and herein is mani- 
fested the grace of God, that brought us on line 
by line, and precept upon precept ; not disclosing 
all at once the depths of our depravity, as the 
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sight would have horrified us, and sent us back 
to the world in despair. Don't you think this 
would have been the case ? 

" WeU, M. and I continue to go out to' Parelle 
on Sunday mornings ; and I hope that our feeble 
efiforts may be blessed with some success. I 
generally feel very dead in setting forth on these 
visits, and very shy and sinful during the service ; 
but I am satisfied these are just temptations of 
the great enemy to draw me from the work. 
* How are you fit/ he says, *to preach to others 
who are yourself covered with sin ? This is a mock 
service, approaching God with your lips, while 
your heart is far from Him.' But there is the 
more need of prayer to resist these attacks, and 
you can give me this aid on the Saturday night ; 
for while you are engaged at your devotions at 
eleven, I shall be setting forth on my work between 
five and six on Sunday morning. Tou know we 
are about six hours before you here : we get the 
sun so much sooner, being far, far, far East. In 
the afternoon of Sunday, we drive round to the 
Pensioners, where M. has a small class ; and I 
converse with the people — a cross, as you may 
believe, but a duty nevertheless. 

"In one of my late letters, I told you of 
Eichards, my first pensioner friend. WeU, he is 
gone ; and I regret that I did not know of his 
danger, or I should certainly have gone to him. 
And ah ! how dead and cold were my appeals to 
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him ! He miglit well have thought the subject 
of smaU importance, when he saw me so shy in 
speaking to him. 

" Talking of your district, I was wandering the 
other day among a district of poor Portuguese, 
and had a very nice conversation with one widow, 
who has five children, and who, I believe, lives 
much with God. As you say, there is more simple 
faith among these classes than the rich, for they 
have little to attach them to the worid ; and being 
often neariy destitute, know practically that He 
who feeds the ravens and clothes the lilies, will 
not forsake His immortal creatures. I felt very 
shy in going into these houses, having no very 
good reason for assailing the inmates, except the 
ofiTer of my services. I mean to prosecute this 
sort of work." 



CHAPTEE Vin.— 1850, 1851. 

SCHEMES OF USEFULNESS. 

We continue the extracts from his letters until 
the time of his visit home in 1851 ; not without 
fear that the reader may complain of a biography 
composed almost entirely of correspondence. 
Were we to sketch his history and progress, as 
could be easily done from other sources, the gain 
in variety would be counterbalanced by the loss 
of freshness, simplicity, and truthfulness, which 
his own narrative eminently possesses. In glanc- 
ing over the hasty accounts given by himself, of 
visits to the hospital, to the Pensioners' Home, to 
other fields of usefulness, we should bear in mind 
that all this was accomplished in an Indian 
climate. Even in our own land, with every ad- 
vantage of fresh air and bracing atmosphere, it is 
no light matter for one who has been toiling at 
business papers, and bending over a desk for five 
or six hours, to lay secular work aside from head 
and heart, and to bend his steps to the long wards 
of a crowded hospital But who that has ever 
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experienced the unutterable languor attendant 
on a Bombay climate, and inseparable from its 
enervating influence, can fail to admire that grace 
of God which alone enabled His servant to devote 
his scanty leisure in the comparative coolness of 
evening, to errands of personal benevolence and 
earnest Christian love ? " I do not weary,'* he 
writes at this time, " my mind being much occu- 
pied with schemes." No doubt temptations to 
flag in the race must have been frequently in- 
sinuated into his mind by the great enemy ; and 
when physically worn out at the close of a long 
hot day, we can conceive many a specious argu- 
ment that would come with double force at such 
a time. But he never seems to have succumbed. 
Pursuing the even tenor of his way, he was ad- 
mired by many, imitated and joined by few. 
• From expressions in his letters, the reader will 
gather that his constitutional shyness often 
rendered it a heavy cross for him to set forth on 
expeditions of usefulness, and that his heart 
frequently failed him, when commencing his 
little meeting at PareUe, or when entering the 
European hospital But the light broke speedily ; 
peace and strength were imparted ; in the very 
effort to win souls to Jesus, he felt his own heart 
warm with love to his Great Eedeemer; and 
over and over again experienced the fiilfilment of 
the sure word of promise:- "He that watereth 
others, shall be watered himself." 
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And although he little knew it himself, few 
were more naturally fitted for the work of winning 
souls. The tender sjrmpathy, to which we have 
before alluded, and which caused him to throw 
himself into the feelings and circumstances of 
others ; the deep humility that made him class 
himself with the worst of his hearers, and pre- 
vented the slightest consciousness, far less the 
appearance, of superiority, together with his 
peculiarly gentle demeanour, all combined to pave 
his way to hearts, and to obtain a ready entrance 
for his message there. 

"Bombay, February 1850. 

*' . . . I was over yesterday at the Pensioners* 
Home, trying to win a man who has been a 
drunkard for forty years ; and who confesses him- 
self as so much happier now as a sober character. 
He has given us a good deal of trouble. The 
man I spoke of in my last died a few days ago ; 
but his exchange was, I believe, a blessed one. 
What warnings we have had there ! — ^three deaths 
already — yet I fear the survivors are little affected. 
I try to make them comfortable by visiting them 
frequently, and lending them books, and speaking 
as agreeably as possible with them. 

" I have found another field of labour in the 
hospital^ where I told you in my last there was a 
penitent Magdalene. Macduff took me there 
before he went away, and introduced me to the 
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matron, who was very kind; and I afterwards 
went in and saw the woman I allude to; I have 
since been a good deal with her, and her impres- 
sions seem to continue. There is another woman 
in the ward, who, they told me, was dying of con- 
sumption, one of the same class, and in a sad 
state of mind. I determined to speak to her, and 
she received me welL I went back the next 
Sunday after church, and read and prayed with 
her, and felt, as you may believe, very choky, and 
deeply interested. What a privilege for a hell- 
deserving sinner to be permitted to proclaim the 
gospel message to one just entering on eternity, — 
the ' faithful saying, that Jesus Christ came into 
the world to save sinners !' I must have spent a 
couple of hours by her bedside, and have been 
there frequently since; but I fear my feeble 
efforts have Uttle success. Three days ago, when 
I went to see her, she was in hopete of recovery ; 
but I tried to undeceive her, for she is perceptibly 
wasting away, almost daily ; and I fear she has 
no conception of her danger or her guilt. One 
feels so powerless in a work of this kind; for 
until the heart is touched by the Spirit of God, 
what can our efforts avail ? It is wonderful to 
think how easily He, who at the first said, * Let 
there be light, and there was light,' can shine 
into the dark heart of man. I tried to apply the 
case of the prodigal son to poor Bridget Norse's 
case ; and she seemed interested, and very atten- 
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tive, but I fear her heart is not yet changed. She 
has a little boy who seems to cling to his dying 
mother, with pitiful cries, that almost make one's 
heart break. I must go and sit with her to- 
moiTow, if she is still alive ; but my faith wavers 
much in her case, and yet how thankful I am 
that I am well received and listened to (for the 
servant is not above his Master). 

"There is another woman in the same ward 
that I have more hope of She has not strayed 
so long, I believe ; and there is another, a Mrs. 
B., who has a step- daughter at the orphanage, 
who is sinking fast» and whom I read to last 
Sunday. Altogether, I consider this is a field in 
which one may do much good, for when people 
are on a sick-bed they are much more disposed to 
receive serious impressions than when in health 
and strengtL The matron is always glad to see 
me ; and the very sight of her motherly, smiling 
countenance does one's heart good. I came 
across the head- doctor on Sunday ; but, so far 
from being displeased, he said he was delighted 
to see me, and only wished that many more took 
the same interest in the hospital We are going 
to find a home for those women in connexion 
with the pensioners' scheme. We have got a 
matron, and are now looking out for a house ; 
but it wiU be a work needing much patience and 
prayer. I have given * Doddridge' and the 
* Sinner's Friend' to two of them in hospital I 
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think one finds comfort in engaging in such 
works, and learns something of the depths of his 
own heart I find too that I am apt to rest in 
them, to fancy that I have done something to 
recommend me to God. This is just a device of 
the tempter to keep me from Christ, 

" I drove out the other day to see an old pen- 
sioner, who lives five or six miles from the Breach, 
and found him sitting smoking with some friends. 
A sermon then would have been out of place; 
but I left him that dear tract, ' The Sinner's 
Friend/ Another old pensioner, who had charge 
of the flagstaff on the hill behind our house, has 
also passed away. I knew him weU, and used 
often to go up 'and talk to him. A week or two 
before his death, I was telling him how he must 
expect to go soon now, as he was an old man. 
When I was coming out of the hospital the other 
day, his daughtjer came crying after me, that he 
was gone. I was up the other night trying to 
comfort the family, or rather, telling them where 
to look for consolation. But I must now finish 
this letter. Eeally, dear, I Ve been much hurried, 
and I know you wiU regard it with a lenient eye." 

The next extract is dated 

**Apnl2d, I860. 

". . • . Tou interest me much by telling me 
what is passing at the moment of your writing. 
The employment of those in the room with you, 
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or the mention of the dust>carts having passed 
the door, carries me right away in fancy to old 
Ko. 94 ; and in the stillness of a Saturday night, 
when Melrose's bright shop is closed, the sound 
of the dust-cart beU breaks on my ear, and as it 
dies away in the distance the shrill cry of ' Caller 
oo' is borne along on the night-breeze, awakening 
a train of recoUections in the exile's heart which 
make him feel once more almost at home. Shall 
I ever hear these sounds again ? . . . . You know 
I became secretary to the orphanage when Mac- 
duff left. I go and see the bairns about once a 
week. I have not got very well acquainted with 
them yet, and feel rather shy. And it is a trial 
for any one to come after such a kind friend to 
children as Macduff. 

" But I daresay you are now wearying to hear 
something of the poor women in the hospital. 
Well, the day after I wrote to you I went in after 
church to see Mrs. B., and found her just sink- 
ing. I tried to speak comfortably to her, but 
without effect; and two hours afterwards, the 
matron told me, she died. Poor Bridget Norse, 
too, has also gone ! She lingered on for about a 
fortnight after I wrote to you, and had become 
quite a spectre. Latterly, I had not been much 
with her, as she was unable to listen to me, and 
was generally in a dozing state ; but before, she 
seemed interested, and expressed herself very 
grateful for my visits, though there is too much 
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reason to fear she derived little benefit from them. 
Poor girl, she is now gone where our prayers and 
entreaties cannot reach her; and her untimely 
end should be a warning to us to do what we can 
in striving to reclaim others from such a course. 
There are three or four in the ward of the same 
class, whom I frequently visit, and endeavour to 
improve to them the solemn warnings they have 
lately had Surely, if anything will arrest and 
alarm them, these deaths before their eyes should. 
I give them books and tracts, for which they are 
very thankful ; and one, I would hope, who has 
been long a wanderer, is now a converted woman. 
It is a great privilege to speak to these poor 
creatures, though I often shrink from it, and feel, 
whilst directing them to the source of all comfort, 
that I have as much need as they to draw from 
that fountain of living water. If they saw my 
heart, they might truly say, ' Physician, heal thy- 
self' But this verse of the Psalmist comes to my 
aid, * When my spirit is overwhelmed within me, 
Thou knowest. my paths.' 

" I told you is with us. He is a thorough 

man of the world ; but as he had evidently ob- 
served my * seriousness,* and checked himself 
when saying anything out of joint, 1 made bold 
to give him Jarnes on Happiness last Sunday. 
This led to some conversation, which was resumed 
last night, t^e-d-tete after dinner. I told him I 
had tried both ways — ^the world and religion — and 

E 
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found happiness in the latter. He admits that 
he has not found it yet. I mention this to show 
that one should not shrink entirely from contact 
with the world, because we thus miss opportuni- 
ties of speaking a word for God. I would much 
rather, for instance, have dined alone yesterday ; 
but you see an opening was given which I should 
not otherwise have had. I am going to give him 
* Wilberforce,' — that dear book. He is clever and 
gentlemanly. 

"Larkins and I have been engaged in a new 
work lately, going and speaking, and giving tracts 
in the grog-shops. Bather a daring thing to go 
into a place full of sailors over their grog, break- 
ing in upon their social party ; and yet we have 
met with a very good reception hitherto. The 
other night I came across one of those poor 
women there, who listened to me with deep inte- 
rest, and seemed to devour the tract I gave her. 
She was horrified when she heard of poor Norse's 
death. I promised to take her into our asylum, 
and she seemed most grateful I came away, 
feeling abundantly rewarded ; and I think this is 
an encouragement to proceed in the work. It is 
difficult to get at these sailors, except in this way. 
But I must closa You see in what haste I write, 
and will forgive all blunders. I know my little 
details have an interest for you." 

" .... I think I mentioned in my last letter 
that L and I had been visiting the grog-shops, 
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and we have since been on similar errands. 
Cholera was very prevalent among the men in 
the artillery a short time ago, and the corps were 
moved out of the Fort to tents on the esplanade, 
where we have visited them, thinking it a good 
opportunity to distribute tracts. We have met 
with a cordial enough receptioa The suddenness 
of these solemn warnings, one^ would think, might 
alarm the survivors. One man told me that his 
comrade, who lay next to him, was laughing and 
talking in perfect health one morning, and the 
next he was a corpse. Now, is it likely that any 
one could receive a louder caU than this to pre- 
pare ? but what is the effect of these deaths ? The 
men take to the lottle to drown their grief,- and 
thus the judgments of God have only the effect 
of hardening their hearts. It is rather a cross to 
speak to these men, but not so bad as going into 
the taverns, where I really feel afraid, because I 
do not lean on the arm of Omnipotence. The 
Evangelical Alliance here have commenced some 
active work by appointing members to visit or 
distribute tracts in different parts of the island. 
Larkins and I have had the harbour assigned to 
us, and the other night we started off to visit some 
of the ships, where we were very kindly received. 
It is a great liberty this, you see,' and a surly 
captain or mate might give us a very different 
reception. We wound up by calling at a vessel 
where we believed there was a pious captain 
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(taking him last, as the easiest) ; and we here 
found a nice circle of eight or ten Christians — 
three captains and two of their wives. We were 
cordially welcomed here. Some weeks before we 
had a prayer-meeting on board one of the Indian 
navy steamers, where there were a good many 
officers. Some of the sailors, too, came in: a 
pleasant sight indeed. We must go afloat again 
some night soon. This is a work which is likely 
to benefit both body and sonl ; the former by the 
fine fresh sea-breeze, and the exhilarating effect of 
being on the water, and the latter by showing ns 
more of the depths of our own hearts, and the 
necessity for seeking power fii^om on high. Tou 
speak truly when you say that one requires often 
to meditate on the value of the soul and things 
unseen, if one would feel the power of the truth 
in expostulating with others. I am very sensible 
of my want of this, particularly in speaking to the 
women in the hospital We have had sad doings 
there again. I had not visited them for about 
three weeks, not liking to go until I could tell 
them we had got a house; and their patience 
seems to have been exhausted by the delay. Two 
of them, one the most hopeful of them all, have 
gone back again to the streets ; and I can't help 
reproaching myself as in a great measure the 
cause. She has so often fallen away in this 
manner before that I fear her case is now almost 
hopeless. I hear she has returned to the hospital 
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deranged, and I must go and see her to-night. 
We have got a house at last. The children at 
the school go on well, and three new ones are to 
be added to-day. I am getting a lot of pets for 
the children — ^pigeons, rabbits, etc. — which may 
contribute to their enjoyment. 

" This is the first day of our commercial year, 
the fourth to me as a partner. How time flies, and 
how soon it will be past ! Let us cheer ourselves 
with the promises during our journey, particularly 
striving to abound in the work of the Lord, know- 
ing that our labour is not in vain. I suppose I 
must take my annual trip somewhere soon ; pro- 
bably the hills again, where I think I should find 
a %Yf friends, — Grood-bye," etc. 

The next letter is dated from Mahabaleshwar, 
and is penned in a glad and grateful strain :— 

"Rose Cottage, Mahabaleshwar, 
May 23, 1850. 

"You wiU notice from the above that I am 
once more enjoying the beauties of this lovely 
spot; and, as you know, when one is in the 
country he has little inclination for scribbling. 
You will not expect a long letter. I left Bombay 
on the afternoon of the 13th, having got my work 
well up, and leaving the place with the impression 
that I was not neglecting my office duties, as 
these had almost terminated for the season ; 
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otherwise I might have started on the 1st. I 
must say I had no great desire to come away, 
being in good health, and having ties among the 
pensioners, women, etc., which I knew I should 
not find up here ; but still it is right that a man 
should take a change when he can get one, with- 
out abandoning his post. 

"Before proceeding to say anything of my 
doings up here, I must tell you what a multipli- 
city of mercies I have been receiving. In addition 
to the great success which has attended our busi- 
ness lately, I had letters from Liverpool by last 
mail with the pleasing intelligence that they want 
me home next year ! I need not say how this 
has rejoiced my heart, and I trust I am not un- 
grateful to Him from whom every good and per- 
fect gift comes down. May He, of His great 
goodness, grant that nothing may interpose to 
prevent this plan being carried out. Surely we 
shall join together in ascribing praise and thanks- 
giving to Him! Don't think too much about 
this visit though, my dear, nor expect much from 
it ; for it 's an uncertain world, and we are always 
safest in expecting little enjoyment from it, know- 
ing that so long as we are in the flesh our happi- 
ness cannot be perfect, and therefore longing for 
that time when, freed from corruption, we shaU 
enter into the glorious liberty of the sons of God. 
You must not think though that auch is my 
experienca I have such an abundance of bless- 
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ings in possession and prospect, that I feel in a 
manner attached to the world, and I pray that 
the great Giver of aU would grant me faith to 
recognise His hand in these mercies, and give me 
a grateful heart to appreciate them, that they may 
thus be sanctified to me, and not be the means of 
drawing me away from Him, to rest in the creatures 
of His bounty. I feel as if I could not bear such 
a superfluity of good things, and think it wUl be 
necessary that some cross should be sent to draw 
iny heart away from the world. 

"I got up here on the afternoon of the 14th, 
rather hot and tired ; for the phaeton gives one a 
sore jolting, and the heat at some parts of the 
road was intense. I am in delightful quarters, 
which, you may remember, are the same as I 
occupied in October 1846. Wliat changes since 
then ! I alone am left in this country of aU the 
party — one dead, and the others scattered abroad 
Then I was forward in all sorts of vice. What a 
change has the grace of Sod wrought in me since ! 
This is really a delightful little cottage, quite like 
an English one, with paper on the walls of the 
room, and Gothic doors and windows, such as you 
see in country houses at home. It is a charming 
little place, and well named, from the profusion of 
roses in the garden — rather overgrown with wood 
though ; so we set to work the other day, and cut 
down some of the trees, one right in the middle 
of the plot before the door (the coolness !), which 
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has opened up a very nice view of Elphinstone- 
iPoint and the distant hUls. Tou ask me who 
compose the ' we' ? My chum is a young officer 
of the name of K., an Edinburgh man, whom I 
came out with, and who is up here just now on 
sick certificate ; and as he was living all alone at 
the sanatarium, I thought, knowing him to be an 
amiable character, that he would be a pleasant 
companion, and that I might have some opportu- 
nity of having serious talk with him. In this I 
have not been disappointed, and am much pleased 
to find that he takes a great interest in religion, 
and is always ready to converse on the subject, 
I would hope, indeed, that he is a feUow-traveUer, 
and that the grace of God has begun, and will 
carry on a good work in his souL "We have read- 
ing and prayers together in the morning, and I 
think our intercourse is owned of the Lord I 
have given him ' Doddridge,' which I feel sure will 
interest htm much ; and I feel satisfied that what- 
ever shyness I may occasionally experience in 
conversing on serious topics with him, we shall 
hereafter recall these hours with pleasure. He is 
a very amiable and amusing fellow, and in his 
company some of my home levity has returned 
(for you know I was once a very humorous com- 
panion). We occasionally take sort of fits over 
each other's jokes. Indeed, I don't know when I 
have been in such spirits as since I came up here ; 
but I feel there is too much of nature, and too 
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little of grace, in it. The prospect of an early 
meeting with those I love dearest on earth, ray 
promotion in the ofl&ce, the delightful climate, and 
vigorous health, all combine to make me very 
happy. I have some nice friends up here too. 
There is a prayer-meeting on the Wednesdays at 
Mrs. Grave's, that worthy old lady I told you of 
last year. She has faUed a little since then, and 
cannot teach the school regularly : but she is 
such a picture of an old lady ; so cheerful, so 
resigned, that it does one's heart good to talk to 
her. ... 

" I had a call from Dr. Stevenson before I left 
Bombay, asking me to become an elder in the 
church. He said, he would not take an answer 
from me then, as I should be sure to give a nega- 
tive, but that I must think over it You may 
suppose what my answer is. A man holding 
such a responsible post should be advanced in 
years and piety, which I am not 

"Eemember me in your prayers, especially that 
my faith may be so increased that I shall be able 
to realize, that if I had been the only person in 
the world, the one lost sheep, the Good Shepherd 
would have left the throne of His glory to seek 
and save me. This is the faith that would 
awaken feeUngs of the deepest gratitude. May 
it be ours, my dearest — . Believe me," etc. 

Through his next letter, written after his return 
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to Bombay, there runs the same under-current of 
happy feeling. He says : — 

"... My cup still continues to overflow ; and 
although I fear my late promotion and future 
prospects (a visit home especially) have some- 
thing to do with this, I trust that my happiness 
also arises from a sense of God's favour. I need 
your prayers especially now, that I may not be 
dazzled by the success I meet with in this pass- 
ing world. Prosperity is the Christian's great 
trial ; what the world calls easy circumstances are 
difficult to him. I was dining last night at Mrs. 
Leith's (she was staying with the Mylnes at the 
hills), where I met some nice Christian friends, — 
Colonel and Mrs. Lester, Captain and Mrs. Tre- 
menheere, Mr. and Mrs. Graham, Eeverend Mr. 
Candy, a very devoted minister (English), and 
Mr. Spring. I had a good deal of talk with Mrs. 
Lester and Miss King. I give you names, be- 
cause you are sadly inquisitive ! I think I am 
getting into a sort of circle of Christian friends ; 
and Mrs. Murray Mitchell, the lady of a Free 
Church missionary here, has begun a meeting on 
the Tuesdays, at which I hope to meet some nice 
people. But I must return to your letter. Tou 
allude to the poor women here whom we are 
trying to reform. I was shocked to hear that the 
most hopeful of them died the other day in hos- 
pital. I saw her the last Sunday I was there, 
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but had no idea she was in any danger. I wish 
I had been with her latterly, but I have been 
necessarily prevented from going regularly the 
last fortnight. I resumed the other night in the 
men's ward, and before I came away got a small 
audience of four around me. I generally go to 
each, but on this occasion two others came up to 
listen (one of them a boy, to whom I had given 
Richmond's Annals of the Poor), which is rather 
encouraging. I try to win them by kindness if 
possible, speaking the truth in love ; and few can 
resist this. It is a very important field, and I 
intend to go regularly twice a week. 

"... A brother merchant has just come in to 
teU me that he has read, and greatly admires, 
Foster's Preface to Doddridge, which I lent him 
some weeks ago. It certainly takes to pieces the 
objections people make to religion." . . . 

The following letter contains allusion to an ill- 
ness similar to that from which he had suffered in 
the autumn of 1845. On this occasion the inflam- 
mation was quickly subdued; and his general 
health does not seem to have been impaired. 

How different the tone of his feelings under 
this iUness ; how strong the contrast between the 
expressions in this letter and that written after 
the previous attack ! Outward circumstances are 
much the same — ^the pain, and the sharp remedies, 
and the lonely sick-chamber, far away from home 
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and loved ones. But there is a Friend with him 
now in that sick-room, all unseen by mortal eyes ; 
and the sweet whispers of a Saviour's gentle 
voice sound in his ear, " It is /, be not afraid." 
He speaks of " many happy hours" spent in this 
best companionship, and not only Tecevves patiently 
the loving discipline of a wise and gracious 
Father's hand, but thanks God for this fresh, 
special token of condescending love. Already we 
recognise the presence of that thankful • spirit 
which, during many years of weakness and weari- 
ness, hushed the faintest approach to a murmur, 
and found matter for grateful praise where many 
saw reason only to pity and to sympathize. 

" Bombay, Slst August 1850. 

"Tou asked me in one of your letters lately 
who my Hindu friend was ; so I send you a note 
that I had from him the other day, and you will 
be good enough not to treat the young man's 
sufferings with levity ! Ton see how tenderly he 
inquires after my health. I had a slight return 
of my old friend, inflammation in the chest ; but 
it soon gave way after two applications of leeches, 
and I am now quite weU again. I cannot help 
feeling grateful for this gentle chastisement. I 
was becoming too much absorbed in the world, 
and a loving Father graciously laid me aside for 
a little, that I might have some time for serious 
reflection. I had many happy hours during my 
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confinement ; and in my study of the Scriptures 
I had some new views of the character of God. 
One passage I was much struck with, Hosea xi. 
8th verse, particularly the last clause : * Mine 
heart is turned within me, my repentings are 
kindled together.' What language from the 
Creator to His rebellious children ! and then to see 
this so powerfully exhibited in that scene, Luke 
xix. 41st and 42d, where our Saviour wept over 
Jerusalem. Isaiah Ivii 16th, I also think very 
comforting. But I must now proceed to thank 
you for your kind letter of 16th July, which 
warmed my heart tfb a time when I was a good 
deal harassed by the mail I should be unworthy 
of the name of brother did I not feel deeply the 
expression of your delight at the prospect of my 
visit home. Fancy the girl really in such a state 
of excitement ! but you see from what has hap- 
pened since I last wrote, dear, how little we can 
count on health or anything here. Let us trust 
all to Him who knows what things we have need 
of far better than we do ourselves. Is it not a 
delightful reflection, that if you or I were seated 
on the throne of the universe we could not pos- 
sibly order events more for our real good than 
those which befaU us now? We are children, 
and isn't it constantly the case that they choose 
things which their father disapproves of? As to 
the length of my visit home, it is to be hoped that 
I shall be allowed to return to Bombay before 
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those horrid November blasts set in to chill my 
feeble frame !" 

Our next extract is dated 

'* October Bd, 1860. 

" We have resumed the work in the harbour, 
and now go twice a week, which is little enough 
to enable us to visit all the ships. So far wa^have 
been received most civilly, and one man the other 
night gave Larkins ten rupees to employ in any 
object he might think fit. This was quite unso- 
licited, and we think of making it the commence- 
ment of a fiiud for getting out a missionary 
expressly for the harbour. I have bought a boat 
partly for this, and partly because I think the 
saHing about is pleasant ; and we are now very 
independent To-morrow we mean to go across 
to Elephanta, and see the man ther.e, who is far 
away from any means of grace. Tou ask about 
the asylum : it gets on wonderfully well ; and I 
am rather surprised that the women remain in it. 
They are certainly more comfortable than they 
could have been before, but till the Tieart is 
changed we must not be surprised if they return, 
to their old courses. I continue to visit the hos- 
pital regularly twice a week, and I still find it 
rather a cross ; but after conversing a little with 
the men, this feeling goes off. I have commenced 
distributing Bibles to all who have not got them, 
nice gilt-edged ones, that the men take a sort of 
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pleasure in haying covered ; but I hope they will 
be led to study them diligently. It is difficult to 
reprove without giving oflFence, and I find this 
when on Sundays I come across some men read- 
ing novels. They always admit that it is wrong, 
though they might turn upon me and say, * What's 
that to you V We had an evening set apart here 
for prayer lately, and there was a large attendance 
of aU denominations of Christiana Many had 
been mourning over the sad state of the Church, 
so cold and dead; missionary efforts apparently 
attended with no good result. So God's people 
met to plead the precious promises, which we 
know cannot fail I trust our prayers will not 
be unanswered, on account of the unbelief mingled 
with them. In my own case, I -must say I have 
been led of late to think more of my dependence 
upon the Spirit of God for growth in grace. But 
it is a doctrine so humbling to the flesh, that the 
natural man is ever trying to do soniething of 
himself. We continue to have a nice meeting on 
the Friday evenings, when we have always some 
advanced Christians, whose remarks and experi- 
.ence are valuable to those who are only 'babes 
in Christ.* 

" Have you not difficulty sometimes in realiz- 
ing that you are ' complete in Him ;' that ' there 
is no condemnation* to you ; that you stand before 
God more pure than Adam ere he fell ? I find 
myself continually brought under the law ; and 
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as every day some of the depths of iniquity in 
my own heart are revealed, the tempter takes 
advantage of this, to draw away my eyes from the 
Saviour. I expect to prize the little book of pro- 
mises you have sent me, because one cannot 
always call to mind, at the time, an appropriate 
promise. 

" How very kind it is in Mrs. B. to be abeady 
thinking of the preparations required when I 
come home ! Tell her, with my love, th'kt it is too 
long a-head yet to name a month ; when I take 
my passage, about March next, she shall have 
timely advice." 

" October 2Uh, — . . . Oh, how much need is 
there for us to be always abounding in the work 
of the Lord, when so- many are daily passing into 
eternity, ignorant of the only way of salvation for 
perishing sinners I There have been some strik- 
ing deaths in the hospital lately. That young 
man I wrote to you about, who was sinking of 
consumption, died about three weeks ago. I sat 
by him a few hours before he breathed his last. 
In the opposite bed lay another, whose life was 
also just drawing to a close. What a solemn 
scene ! and yet so cold and dead was my heart 
that I felt little affected by it. Surely, if any- 
thing would make a deep impression on one, a 
scene like this should. The young man died that 
night, and the other the next morning." 
. " December 3d. — . . . I go on here in my usual 
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way, without 'much novelty, sadly beset by temp- 
tations in the Jest few days, seeing something of 
the depths of my own heart ;. and as the answer 
to my prayers for strength and wisdom seems to 
be delayed for a time, my walk is rather clouded. 
I bless God for that narrative of the Syropheni- 
cian woman in Matthew xv. 21, and am getting 
some new light on that portion of the Word. 
Instead of being repulsed, because our Lord did 
not answer her, she came nmr and worshipped Him. 
How encouraging is this ! and what a blessing 
did she receive !" 

The closing hours of 1850 were Qpent in united 
prayer. 

"January 1st, '5L — ^We had a pleasant evening 
last night ; but I was not so mach revived as I 
should have been, had my heart been in a better 
or more waiting state. After the other people 
left, I remained behind to have a season of prayer 
with larkins, as we have in the past year engaged 
in many works together. How humbling, indeed, 
is the review of aU these, almost enough to fill 
one with despair ! May you and I both resolve 
that this year we shall devote ourselves more 
entirely to the service of Christ, making love and 
gratitude to Him the grand spring of all our 
actioijis 1 And I am going to try the plan that 

dear recommends, of looking to Jesus for the 

supply of every want, during the hours of business 

L 
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and leisure striving to draw from Him the grace 
or wisdom which, at the time, I may need. What 
happy lives we might thus lead ! — and why 
should we not thus walk with God ? Let us pray 
much over this, dear, and bear in mind our 
Saviour's own words, 'Without me ye can do 
nothing/ I am rather busy again this morning, 
but will try during the day to plead the encourag- 
ing promise, * Come unto me, all ye that labour,' 
eta, * and I wiU give you rest/ What comfort we 
may draw from remembering that He who spake 
these words has the same heart of love now as He 
had then. 

" The gardener's wife at Parelle has been dan- 
gerously ill, and I had to sit and pray with her 
two Sundays ago. I felt that morning that I was 
not prepared to be thus ushered into what seemed 
almost the room of death. She is better now, 
and I trust the chastisement may be blessed to 
her. Larkins and I went out one week day to 
pray with her — ^he speaks with such confidence, 
and goes home to these sort of people. You ask 
about the orphanaga I have a sad tale to tell 
you about it. You remember my mentioning in 
one of my letters that there is one of the girls 
there, Bella McCartney, and her sister, whom I 
took a fancy to. Well, when I was coming away 
from the hospital on Sunday, I thought I might 
as well go into the women's ward, and there I 
found poor Bella nursing little Amey, who had 
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been attacked with cholera only that morning, 
and was then fast sinking. It was indeed an 
affecting scene. I could do nothing for the poor 
girl but commit her to God. She died the next 
morning at two, and has, I have no doubt, gone to 
a far happier world. Bella is, of course, in great 
affliction, as she was devotedly attached to Amey. 
I went this morning to try and speak a word of 
comfort to her, but I felt so cold and dead that I 
could scarcely speak ; and I came away without 
praying with her, for which I have since re- 
proached myseK most bitterly. Oh, what aTjur- 
den is this inward cross ! I tell you these things 
because they are uppermost in my thoughts, and 
because I think you have some sympathy with 
me. Another of our poor women died on Satur- 
day. She left the asylum with Mary Kelly, and, 
of course, soon after they both were driven to the 
hospitaL She was spealdng to one of the others 
when she was suddenly seized with a pain in her 
chest, and died in about a quarter of an hour 
afterwards — awfully sudden, indeed. Mary Kelly 
is also in a dangerous way ; but she has had so 
many warnings that even this will, I fear, fail to 
awaken her. I must now take up your letter. 
Your accoimt of Mr. Caird's sermon on the fast- 
day is most interesting, and I do hope that your 
mention of this all- important subject, the suffer- 
ings of our Saviour, will not be lost on me. I 
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have had peace before in meditating on the point 
you refer to — our Lord's foreknowledge of His 
sufferings ; but these solemn themes affect me but 
little Kum, I now come to your notice of La 
FamUle Evang^igm, which certainly seems an 
excellent institution. It is very kind of you to 
let me have an opportunity of subscribing to it. 
By this mail I send you a £10 note, £5 of which 
is for this charity, and £5 for yourself,— a Christ- 
mas box, you know. If you have any diflBculty 
in raising the other five for the French scheme, 
let me know, and I will at once send it to you. 
You may count upon it from me, if you feel any 
deUcacy in asking others to contribute." 

There are Christians who profess to be ready 
to work for Christ ; but they cannot, or they will 
not, give money for His cause. Robert did both ; 
and while from the commencement of his religious 
life he sought earnestly to bring others to the 
Saviour, he possessed the willing hand and the 
open purse for every work of charity. In the 
city of his exile, he promoted every scheme of 
benevolence, and was ever among the foremost to 
give libei-ally of his substance. But his money 
found other outlets than in Bombay. From time 
to time he sent home considerable sums to be 
appropriated to various charities. And when God 
fuither prospered him in his worldly calling, and 
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his means of usefulness were increased, he regu- 
larly transmitted to Scotland £200 annually, to 
be given away, For the last ten years of his life, 
he supported one of the city missionaries in Edin- 
buigh, in whose labours and journal he took a 
deep interest, delighting to supply him regularly 
with religious works and periodicals for the use 
of his district. 

His cup of prosperity was full at the commence- 
ment of the year 1851, and, as we have seen, his 
heart overflowed with thankful joy as he " counted 
up his mercies" in possession and prospect. And 
now a fresh subject for praise is inscribed on his 
list, and a new song of joy rises fi'om his lips as 
he joins the angels of heaven in their anthems of 
praise over one sinner that repenteth. One even- 
ing he sat by the sick-bed of a man in the hospital, 
seeking to awaken him to a sense of his spiritual 
danger. The man was a sailor and a foreigner ; 
had probably enjoyed few religious advantages, 
and was utterly careless of his highest interests. 
Time after time this Christian friend visited him, 
read to him, prayed with him. There Y^as no echo, 
no response from the sick man, and a dull sense 
of discouragement fell on the visitor's heart. But 
he persevered, and the blessing came. On the 
evening we refer to, as he looked up, after reading 
a passage of Scripture, he was surprised to see 
tears rolling down the weather-beaten face of the 
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sailor. The flood-gates were broken up ; the icy 
heart was melted. " What must I do to be saved ?" 
was now the anguished cry of the soul. Stinging 
~ memories of old sins crowded into the mind, cold 
apathy yielded to deep conviction, and the man 
refused to be comforted. Day by day Eobert sat 
by his bed, and day by day spoke words of heavenly 
peace, and repeated promises of glorious freeness. 
. At length he quoted a verse : " Take the Saviour 
at his word, that word of His : ' Him that cometh 
ui^to me, I will in no wise cast out;' only try 
Him, only trust Him, and if He cast you out, you 
will be the very first He has thus treated." And 
then the light broke, sweeter and more welcome 
because of the " night of weeping" that had pre- 
ceded it; and there was joy in heaven over a 
returning prodigal 

And very soon the new constraining principle 
within began to develop itself in yearning desires 
and efforts that others might taste the same love 
and grace with himself; burning words came fresh 
and glowing from the new convert's lips, prompted 
by the ardour of " first love ;" and to one individual 
at least, in the same ward, these words were 
blessed to his soul's conversion. 

The sailor recovered; he left Bombay; but 
before embarking in his new ship, he came to call 
for his friend, to ask his prayers, and to profess 
his firm trust in the Friend of sinners. 
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The above anecdote is related as it fell from 
Bobert's own lips ; there are but casual allusions 
to the incident in his hurried letters of this 
period. 

'* Bombay, January 31, 1851. 

" I have just come from our Friday evening 
meeting, and as I am notlikely to have much leisure 
time in the next two days, I must write you a 
few lines before I go to bed. I felt rather refreshed 
to-night; how could it be otherwise when the 
chapter we were considering was Eevelation iii ? 
The addresses there given to the diflTerent churches 
by our Lord were considered to apply to diflTerent 
states of the Christian ; and it would be well for 
us to see to which class we belong. Can we take 
to ourselves the commendation applied to the 
Church at Philadelphia ? or do we fall under the 
rebuke given to the Laodiceans ? There was one 
point brought forward particularly to-night, and 
that is the sympathy existing between Christ and 
the members of His body. In every believer He 
lives His life over again. Our temptations, our 
sorrows, are aU felt by Him ; and just as when 
any member of our body gives us pain, the head 
plans some way of relieving it ; so does our glori- 
fied Head cause the pains which His members 
sufifer all to work together for good. I am not 
very clear, I daresay, but you may see my mean- 
ing ; and I do think this view of our relation to 
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Christ is exceedingly comforting, and one on which 
we should often meditate. There are generally 
ten or a dozeii at these meetings, consisting of two 
or three clergymen, two merchants (one besides 
myself), two native converts, and some poorer 
brethren. We have them alternately at each 
other's houses (not mine though). The next is to 
be on board Captain Hamlin's sliip, a most devoted 
man, with whom I went the other night on a short 
missionary cruise in the harbour. 

" I endeavoured yesterday to * commit my way 
unto the Lord,* and seek wisdom from Him: I 
found much peace, and had my prayer answered. 
Why should we not come to Jesus for everything i 
Has He not told us, 'Without me ye can do 
nothing;' and 'in all things make your requests 
known unto God?' Look at Solomon and the 
men of old, who went direct to God, and asked from 
Him wisdom. Is He not the same God now that 
He was then ? 

" There is some encouragement in ray work too ; 
as the gardener yesterday told me, he was very 
anxious to take the sacrament, but he must see a 
clergyman first, of course. Then in the hospital I 
had an interesting talk with a Swede, who is under 
deeply serious impressions, and wept most bitterly. 
He says he can't find peace; but I read to him Luke 
xi. 1-13, and.encouraged him to persevere, remind- 
ing him how long God had waited for us ; and that 



SCHEMES OF USEFULNESS. 169 

we must not complain if we wait a little for Him. 
There was an awful death in the same ward a few 
days before, which has had an effect upon him, 
and, I hope, on some of the others. I wish I were 
at your side to tell you about all these things, but 
having little time to spare I must hurry on. I 
don't take much notice of my Hindu friend now. 
I was annoyed at him the other day for coming to 
ask me for the loan (?) of £5 to make a feast. I 
told him he must cut his coat according to his 
cloth ; and as he was a poor lad, he must give a 
poor feast. The more you give these natives the 
more they want" . . . 

''February llth,-^ ... The work at the hos- 
pital is now of the most interesting description. 
I mentioned in my last the case of the Swede. 
He is still in great distress, but seeking most 
earnestly, and we know what the issue must be. 
I was with him yesterday, and prayed with him ; 
and it is really a privilege and a pleasure to see 
the wonderful effects of the grace of God in his 
case. I came across another case yesterday, which 
I hope wiU be interesting — a sailor lad, who was 
nearly lost, with aU the crew, coming out from 
home. I have had precious opportunities lately 
of speaking for Christ, particularly to F., who, 
you will be delighted to hear, is under serious 
impressions. Oh pray that they may be lasting. I 
am not without hopes of ' interesting , whom 
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I have persuaded to begin Foster's Essay to Dod- 
dridge/" . . . 

Again, on 3d March, in a very hurried letter, he 
alludes once more to the case of the Swedish 
sailor : — 

" . . .1 wish I had time to tell you of the Swede 
I mentioned in my last letter. Suffice it to say 
that, after great tribulation, he has at length found 
peacey and is now rejoicing in Christ On Sunday 
week he was still in doubt, but your favourite 
verse, ' Him that cometh to me, I will in no wise 
cast out,' was the means of establishing him ! It 
is quite delightful to witness the poor man's exu- 
berance of joy, after the bitter tears of penitence 
which a short time ago he shed. There can be no 
doubt of the sincerity of the work, and the best 
evidence of this, I think, is his concern for the 
souls of those around him. He goes about striving 
to show others their danger, and the man in the 
next cot is already deeply interested. So it is 
impossible to estimate the extent of good that may 
result from this man's conversion. I wish I felt 
more humble in being used by God in such a 
wonderful work ; but I am much disposed to take 
the praise to myself. Is not this one case enough 
encouragement for me to work for a lifetime, 
although I should never see further symptoms of 
success ? 

**Yes, if all be well, I hope to leave this by 
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the steamer of 17th April (next month, only 
fancy !) ; and although I have not yet taken it in 
fully, the prospect being almost too ecstatic to 
be believed, I hope to present myself at No. 4, 
somewhere about the end of June, if not before, 
after having seen something of the Continent; 
going vid Trieste, Como, Milan, etc. I wish some 
of you would come and join me at Alexandria, 
that we might go on together. At any rate, do 
write by the 18th April maU, and address me, 
'Post-OflBce, Alexandria.' The joy of meeting 
around the family altar again all whom I left 
behind, and accompanying you to church on the 
Sunday, seems to me too great to be realized. And 
if such enjoyment be granted us, surely our hearts 
will overflow with gratitude, and our moutlis with 
praise. I should like very much to make the 
acquaintance of Mr. W., and to go about with 
him to the hovels of the poor. I expect great 
pleasure in this way at home." 

We close the account of the first period of 
Robert's life in India, by quoting the following 
letter from the friend with whom he was so inti- 
mately associated during these years, and which 
is appropriately inserted here, as it gives a slight 
sketch of his character and work at this time. 
From Mr. Larkins (then of the Bombay Civil 
Service) Robert received great encouragement and 
aid in his religious life, which he often gratefully 
acknowledged : — 
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•• Bristol, December 26, 1864. 

"My deab Madam, — I have received your 
letter this day, and am pleased that you have 
written to me, because I am able, from long 
acquaintance with your brother, to speak on mat- 
ters that are interesting. The recollections of 
Eobert Brown are very pleasant. We saw little of 
one another at his first coming out, although, being 
acquainted with his partner, I occasionally met him. 
I cannot trace the first commencement of Divine 
life in his souL The letters of a beloved friend 
were, under the power of the Holy Spirit, the means 
of deciding him. After his conversion we were 
very intimate. After he became a Christian, he 
felt compelled to labour for Jesus. He proved that 
a Christian could attend to his lawful, ordinary 
calling, and in it serve the best of Masters. His 
leisure hours were sanctified to the service of God. 
His own soul, while learning the difiiculties of 
self-denial, tasted the enjoyment of being occupied 
in winning souls ; and thus duty became privilege; 
service, deKght. 

" He was gentle. His very gentleness won 
attention from his hearers, and his persuasive 
eloquence in telling ' the sweet story of old,' by the 
very simplicity of his statements, attracted them. 
I used to admire his way of teaching, and often 
thought how greatly God had blessed it; and 
almost envied his success. He enjoyed the com- 
munion of saints, and loved, with other Christians, 
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to read and meditate on the Word of God He 
received views that were new to him with caution, 
and loved that which exalted the Saviour, brought 
glory to God, and honoured the Holy Spirit He 
not only worked himself, proving that the Chris- 
tian is responsible for the life which God gives 
him, but helped forward -tract distribution, was a 
member of the Tract Society's Committee, the 
Bible Society's Committee, and a liberal supporter 
of those means which alleviate the sufferings of 
mankind, as weU as those which make known to 
perishing sinners the salvation of God. He loved 
the house of God, acknowledged the use of means, 
and highly prized the privilege of making known 
to others the grace which had made him free. His 
labours were many. At home he raised the altar 
of devotion in the closet and in the family. Ves- 
sels were visited for the purpose of giving away 
tracts and speaking for Jesus. I do not remember 
any work that interested him more than the Euro- 
pean hospitaL It was probably his first sphere 
of direct labour. It took many a struggle to over- 
gome the diflBculty of going. After oflBce hours 
in a tropical clime, one is inclined to seek relaxa- 
tion in driving or other exercise, but dear Eobert 
Brown was found generally thrice a week bending 
his steps to that abode where sickness and death 
meet the eye, telling, in all simplicity, the sweet 
story of God's love to poor sinners, thereby cheer- 
ing many a heart, and winning souls to God. On 
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Sunday mornings, before breakfast, he used to 
visit a poor pensioner who resided at a place called 
PareUe, distant about five miles from his own 
dwelling. With this man, and with others who 
assembled, he read and prayed. The Pensioners' 
Home employed some of his leisure, and called 
forth his sympathies. He used also to visit fre- 
quently the Orphanage at Breach Candy. 

" Active and benevolent, patient and pleasing, 
he could tenderly regard the failing of a brother, 
considering himself lest he might be tempted. 
His meekness was conspicuous. 

" India has had her heroes ; bloody wars have 
called forth ardent patriots ; and Englishmen have 
won honours which belong to earth. Robert 
Brown has earned a different glory. It was his 
to take the sword of the Spirit. It was his to be 
a soldier of the Lord Jesus. Among the many 
who have witnessed for God in benighted India, 
with her multitudes of idols, he, among the number, 
will be found, at the coming of the Lord, receiving 
that * well done,' which will be the best reward 
for every act of seK-denial, and which marks the 
Master's approbation of victories gained through 
His power and grace. If labour in a friendly clime 
is trying from its varied circumstances and many 
difficulties, what must it be in a climate which 
prostrates and weakens the labourer ? Yet, amidst 
all difficulties, he was found an example to all 
around him. 
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" Pleasant times we passed together. Loved, 
honoured, and respected, he has gone to be for ever 
with his Lord, He has gone, but his memory is 
fresh. His labour is not in vain. A cup of cold 
water shall not be forgotten : how much less the 
earnest efforts of the Indian labourer, constrained 
by the love of Jesus to toil in an unhealthy 
climate, labouring for souls, so that God in all 
things might be glorified, . . . — Yours very sin- 
cerely, J. P. Larkins." 



CHAPTER IX.- 1851, 1852. 

HOMEWAKDS — HOLY LAND. 

For many long months Eobert's visit to his 
native land had been eagerly anticipated by the 
family circle at home. Summer plans were all 
arranged with reference to his arrival, and his 
letters show how much the prospect filled his own 
heart with gladness. He sailed from Bombay 
April 17th, 1851; and from a few pencilled 
notes, jotted down in a little pocket-book on the 
way home, we transcribe the following : — 

" 18^A. — Did not feel much regret on parting 
with my friends on board the steamer, as I hope 
to see them again soon. Was glad to have an 

opportimity of speaking to , and tnist the 

word spoken in weakness may be brought home 
by the Spirit to his heart. When seated at tea, 
about eight o'clock, saw an enormous centipede, 
about six inches long, crawling very near where I 
thought of making my bed. At once abandoned 
all thoughts of sleeping in such a perilous neigh- 
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bourhood. Soon after, began a search for my 
bed, in which Dalpratt most kindly assisted me, 
and lent me his plaid and pillow. I cannot but 
feel extremely grateful for his very kind reception 
of me ; really it would seem as if here, where I 
feared I should only meet men of the world, I am 
brought into contact with Christian brethren. 
Was tried by the fear of man when about to en- 
gage in my evening d-evotions, but remembered 
Daniel, how he could not be deterred from wor- 
shipping his God, although threatened with im- 
mediate death ; was encouraged by his example 
to pray. How desperately wicked is this heart 
of mine ! I am continually ashamed of Christ, 
although He has assured me that the everlasting 
arms are around me, and that even when I pass 
through the waters He wiU be with me/' 

" 2lst. — Eather unsettled to-day, but will try 
to continue looking imto Jesus, that amid my 
multitude of thoughts His comforts may delight 
my soul Making little progress in the voyage, 
not averaging more than 150 miles a day." 

"22d. — Was glad that I had an opportunity 
last night of speaking to the purser. He would 
hold that man is not responsible, since he cannot 
come to Christ unless he is called." 

" 2Sth. — Gave some tracts to the men yester- 
day, and talked with them. Was greatly helped, 
although I felt very backward in beginning. Felt 
very thankful this morning ; have received much 

M 
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kindness on board; wish I had the power of 
requiting it, and hope I shall, if I ef er have a 
house of my. own in Bombay. Delightful breeze 
to-day; hope to reach Aden in three or four 
hours." 

''30th. — Eeached Aden about 5 p.m. on the 
28th, and was delighted to find the Calcutta boat 
had not arrived. . . . The arrangements on board 
are delightful, and everything seems plentifuL 
Fine breeze to-day in our favour, and many appa- 
rently agreeable people on board. Truly my cup 
continues to overflow ; but, alas ! how forgetful is 
my heart of the bounteous 'Giver of alL" 

Before reaching Suez, and while the steamer 
still toiled on her weary way through the burning 
heat of the Red Sea, Eobert was seized with an 
attack of inflammation in the chest, to subdue 
which sharp and weakening remedies were at once 
applied. The most considerate kindness was 
manifested towards the invalid by every one on 
board, and he often spoke afterwards of the com- 
fort he experienced, in particular, from the tender 
brotherly care of a Baptist minister, to whom he 
refers in his journal as having joined the Bombay 
passengers at Suez. This truly Christian stranger 
sat beside his berth day after day in the small 
close cabin, assiduously fanning him. Such an 
act of self-denying kindness can only be truly 
estimated by those who have themselves encoun- 
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tered the fumace-like atmosphere of the Ked Sea, 
and who * remember their sensations on being 
cooped up even for a short time in their hot 
cabins. On the third day of his iUness, he 
notes : — 

" 4ith May. — Another appKcation of leeches 
and mustard blister. Lots of medicine, and 
vomiting, and feeding on slops. The Baptist 
missionary very kind in coming down to see me, 
and also the doctor and apothecary. I have quite 
lost this Sabbath ; but how blessed it is to know 
that we have to deal with Him who remembers 
we are dust I" 

He rallied after a few days, but was too much 
prostrated by the attack and consequent treatment 
to accompany the other passengers across the 
desert, and remained several days at Suez, until 
he gathered strength to proceed. This delay led 
to a still longer one; and instead of reaching 
home about the middle of May, he did not arrive 
until two months later. First at Suez, and then 
again at Cairo, Eobert met the Eev. Dr. Alton 
of Dolphinton, and agreed to accompany him on 
a short visit to the Holy Land. Doubtless there 
was more prudent consideration for his health in 
the hasty adoption of this route than one would 
gather from his letters. 

The following extracts are from a letter com- 
menced at Suez. The date of the second sheet. 
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" On the Nile," occasioned considerable surprise to 
those who thought he was wending his way home 
with all speed : — 

** Hotel, Suez, May 9, 1861. 

*' . . . I only wish I could stretch my hand 
across this isthmus, and get that letter of yours 
which is waiting for me at the post-office in 
Alexandria, for the reading of it would indeed be 
a solace in this * desert place ;' but I must just 
exercise a little patience, and in the meantime 
begin an epistle to you. Well, my letter to my 
father would tell you of my having been taken ill 
on board the Haddington, and thus obliged to 
remain behind here till I gather strength for the 
journey to Cairo. Humanly speaking, this seems 
an unfortunate interruption in my journey home- 
wards, but I feel veiy sure that it will be over- 
ruled for good. Is it not singular that, in writing 
to Mrs. B., I should have expressed a wish for a 
season of retirement, and almost immediately 
afterwards I should have been taken ill ? I only 
fear that now, when such a favourable time has 
been granted to me, it will pass by unimproved ; 
for how many excuses is the mind ready to make 
when conscience tells us we should set apart a 
season for prayer and study of the Word. I have 
striven, however, to-day to overcome these temp- 
tations, and have spent some pleasant, and I hope 
profitable, hours over St. Mark's gospel You may 



HOMEWARDS— HOLY LAND. 181 

be sure that in my devotions my thoughts dwelt 
much on you all at home. But I am not telling 
you how I am getting on here. Why, the kind- 
ness of the landlord and landlady exceeds every- 
thing, and almost makes me feel uncomfortable. 
Mrs. Dempsie, in particular, strives in every way 
to minister to my wants ; she seems quite above 
her station, has only just come out here, and she 
teUs me has a sister married to a lawyer in Edin- 
burgh. How much does her kindness contribute 
to my comfort here ! for when one is sick there 
are many little acts of kindness which we feel 
and value then, but soon forget when we recover. 
But indeed I have been most kindly treated by 
all here, and I may say all the way from Bombay. 
I am now the only gu6st in this spacious man- 
sion ; the last, Dr. Alton, minister of Dolphinton, 
who came to see his son off in the Calcutta 
steamer, left la^t night again for Cairo. Hearing 
that I was a Scotchman, he expressed a wish to 
see me, and we had a pleasant chat together last 
night. He is a very tall man, with a very bald 
head. He is going to make a short tour in the 
Holy Land, now that he has come thus far, but 
hopes to be back in his parish two or three 
months hence. 

" 10^A. — My window commands a view of the 
Suez water, a long shallow sheet of water, inter- 
sected by several sandbanks, which prevent the 
large steamers from coming up near this. Suez 
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itseK seems nothing but a collection of mud huts, 
and I don't think the climate has much to recom- 
mend it. Instead of those fine fresh sea-breezes 
that we used to have in Bombay, there is here a 
fiery hot wind called the campsing, which blows 
across the desert, seeming to carry a plague in its 
very path, so withering and oppressive does it 
feeL I daresay you can scarcely fancy a wind 
blowing hot, a,jid I hope you may never have a 
taste of it; for even these eastern gales that 
sweep round the corner of your streets in the 
month of March, biting and miserable as they 
are, are far to be preferred. 

" I am glad to say that I have succeeded in 
arranging to start this afternoon for Cairo in a 
van all to myself, in which I shall be able to 
make up a bed ; and as I am so much better, I 
have no doubt of being able to bear the fatigue of 
the journey. I must now say good-bye, and hope 
to resume again at Cairo." 

The second sheet of this letter is dated " On the 
Nile," and is headed by a sketch of one of the 
river 'boats, containing a tall figure in a pro- 
minent position, and in a very menacing attitude, 
purporting to be a faithful portrait of " R B. 
threatening the refractory boatmen." He pro- 
ceeds, — " Here we are on the iNile, in a craft some- 
what similar to the above sketch ; but I must teU 
you how and when we got here, and whither we 
are bound. To proceed in order, I left Suez on 
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the afternoon of the 10th, and though I felt the 
jolting a good deal at first, the mattress was such 
a delightfully soft one, that I managed to get 
through the journey without being the worse of 
it, and arrived in time for breakfast next morning. 
Nearly the first person I came across was Dr. 
Alton, complaining most bitterly of the climate of 
Cairo, and declaring that he wa^ determined to be 
out of it to-morrow, or he would soon be either a 
corpse or an Egyptian mummy! Before I had 
been many hours in Cairo, I began to feel the 
heat most suffocating, and came to the resolution 
of accompanying the Doctor to Damietta ; and as 
he tells me he does not expect that his trip to the 
Holy Land will occupy him more than a fortnight, 
and this seems so good an opportunity of visiting 
those scenes, I think I cannot do better than 
embrace it." 

" I6th. — Still on the Nile, and very comfortable 
we make ourselves, though I cannot say we have 
all the luxuries that we had on board the Calcutta 
steamer. Sometimes we get a dinner and some- 
times not, just stopping at the villages on the way 
down, and waylaying some unfortunate fowl, or a 
quantity of eggs, which serve us nicely. We have 
capital bread, and when we are thirsty we have 
nothing to do but to fill our jug from the river, 
which contains excellent water. We have not 
made very much progress since we started, as the 
wind has generally been against us, and the row- 
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ing is rather a tedious process, so I fear we shall 
not reach Damietta before to -morrow night. We 
have frequent rows with the crew, who will persist 
in wasting time when they go on shore ; and yester- 
day the Doctor took the captain before the Bey, 
who threatened to bastinadoe him if he did not 
proceed at once. These Beys, or magistrates, have 
the power of life and death ; so you may fancy 
the Arabs are in some little dread of them. We 
have a very good sort of man for a servant, a 
handsome Egyptian, who speaks English capitally. 
He rather took us by surprise the first night, by 
asking us if we were going ' to pray to the Lord, 
because, if so, he would join us,' which he after- 
wards did. We had some nice talk with him, 
from which it appeared that he is a Copt, but has 
been educated in the truths of the Christian reli- 
gion, and knows the Bible well, having a clear 
view, particularly, of the nature of sin. But I 
must wind up ; the Dr. is lying close alongside of 
me. Multitudes of flies are fastening on all parts 
of my countenance (the plague of Egypt), and 
Adie's thermometer stands at 93® !" 

" l^th. — Still wending our way slowly down the 
Nile, and if we were not rather pinched for time, 
we could Scarcely regret the tardiness of our pro- 
gress, for it is indeed a beautiful river, and we are 
constantly passing by some village, which, with 
its lofty minarets, foims a pleasing variety to the 
scena The ground along the banks is beauti- 



HOMEWARDS— HOLY LAND. 185 

fully green and fertile ; more so, I fancy, than any 
other country in the worli The weather to-day 
is delightfully cool and pleasant, and we are 
hoping to reach Damietta this afternoon ; so the 
boatmen would make us believe, but we cannot 
place any reliance on their word." 

They reached Damietta on the 17th, and with- 
out delay started for Jaffa, after dining with the 
English Consul — a repast which Eobert character- 
izes as " a funny dinner ; many dishes, and none 
of them very tempting except the pudding ! He 
showed us all the mouthpieces of his pipes before 
dinner, — a magnificent collection, made of amber, 
and studded with diamonds. One alone he values 
at £150. A grand pipe seems to be the chief 
ambition of the people here, and they are con- 
tinually smoking and drinking coffee." 

After dinner they embarked, but were kept for 
several days tossing about in an open boat near 
the mouth of the river, and prevented by contrary 
winds, and a heavy rolling surf, from crossing the bar. 

" I cannot say we are very comfortable, as there 
is nothing in the shape of a cabin in the boat, and 
we have just to lie on a quantity of rice-bags, 
rather an uneven bed. We have a piece of can- 
vas spread over to keep us from the sun by day 
and the dew by night.'* 

" 2\8t — Not been very well to-day, but I find 
that my sufferings bring me to Christ; so it is 
surely gracious of Him to send them." 
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On the 24th he was "greatly rejoiced to hear 
that Jaflfa was in sight about noon. Soon after- 
wards I landed in the quarantine boat, but so 
prostrated that I was scarcely able to walk up the 
stairs. Am most thankful to get on shore again, 
although we have the prospect of being locked up 
in thig prison for four or five days. It consists of 
a square of about twenty yards each way, with a 
row of rooms on three sides of it, just like a jail, 
where the condemned felons are seen prowling 
about in the afternoon to enjoy the sea-breeze. It 
is delightfully cool, just on the sea. The breakers 
are rolling in this morning with great violence, 
and the few ships in the offing are tossing about 
very pleasantly to look at Jafia seems a very 
pretty little town, built on a hill, just rising above 
the sea. It is int-eresting as being the place where ' 
Jonah embarked when he fled from the face of the 
Lord, and also where Peter dwelt in the house of 
Simon the tanner, and raised the dead Tabitha 
to life. Climate delightful ; almost cold for an 
Indian/' 

A letter, written a few days after the above 
entry, gives a hasty sketch of their subsequent 
proceedings. 

" Jebusalem, May 31«<. 

"... We remained in quarantine till Wednes- 
day, when the doors were thrown open, and at 
about one o'clock we mounted our steeds, and set 
out for the Holy City. We had a long and tedious 
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journey that night, and over such a road, covered 
with huge stones, so that it seemed quite a miracle 
how the horses kept their feet. When we did 
halt we found that our resting-place was an old 
convent, with nothing but the bare walls standing. 
So we had just to make the best of it, and lay our 
beds down on the cold ground beside the horses. 
We were overcome with fatigue, and you may con- 
ceive our sensations on awaking next morning, 
sore and stiff, with the prospect of another ride of 
three hours before us. We set out shortly after 
four, and, after wending our way over a rough and 
generally uncultivated country, when rounding 
the brow of a hill, we gained our first glimpse of 
the minarets of the Holy City, and immediately 
afterwards Jerusalem itself stood before us in all 
its desolate grandeur. My first impression on be- 
holding it was, that it had all the appearance of a 
city of the dead ; no smoke was to be seen rising 
from the houses, nor sign of life visible. Then I 
was surprised at the small extent of the city, and 
the apparently perfect state of the battlements 
encircling it, which I expected would have been 
partly in ruins. We soon entered one of the gates, 
and found our way to Mrs. Simeon's hotel, where 
we are most comfortable. I cannot tell you how 
much we enjoy sitting down to a breakfast-^aftfe, 
with all its appurtenances, after the rough sort of 
life we have been leading for the last two or three 
weeks. After breakfast we went to the English 
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Chiirch, where there was service, the day being As- 
dension Day ; and afterwards took the opportunity 
of delivering our letters to the Bishop, who received 
us very kindly. In the evening we went to the 
Church of the Holy Sepulchre, where a number of 
interesting spots were shown, such as our Lord's 
tomb, the place of His crucifixion, and many 
others ; some of which, however, one could not 
help feeling rather sceptical about. The church is 
so magnificently adorned with paintings and lamps 
and candles, that it is almost impossible to con- 
sider the spots pointed out as identical with those 
mentioned in Scripture. 

'* Yesterday we went by a road that our Lord 
must have often trodden, down by the Valley of 
Jehoshaphat (which lies just below the eastern 
waU of the city), and across the brook Cedron up 
to the Mount of Olives. This was an interesting 
walk, for we felt no doubt that on that very road 
our Saviour's feet must have often pressed. The 
view of the city from the top of the mount is very 
fine, and a peep can also be had here of the Dead 
Sea, ' lying burnished like a mirror,' and the course 
of the Jordan, all at considerable distance. Here 
also there is a small temple, erected to show the 
spot from which our Lord ascended up to heaven, 
and a part of the rock is preserved having His 
footprint on it (one cannot help feeling sceptical 
about this). After sitting here for some little time, 
I retraced my steps down the hill, leaving Dr. 
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Aiton to extend his walk to Bethany. In wend- 
ing my way through the town, I unfortunately 
strolled into the yard of the great Mosque of St 
Omar, built just on the site of the ancient Temple. 
I was looking about admiring the extent of the 
place, when my long figure attracted the notice of 
some Mussulmans, and before I had time to retreat 
by a side-gate, I was saluted by a volley of stones, 
and dragged forcibly through the square up to the 
place of judgment, notwithstanding all my panto- 
mimic efforts to protest my innocence. You may 
fancy the astonishment of the Turkish soldiery 
when the lanky Christian was dragged in, looking 
perhaps a little guilty, with a bough just plucked 
from Mount Olivet in his hand. However, I am 
glad to say, that, after waiting there some time, 
expecting my sentence, one of the officers took me 
into the guard-room, treated me to a cup of coffee, 
and dismissed me under care of his servant. I 
afterwards learned that I was most fortunate in 
getting off without any broken bones, for some 
time since, an officer who had gone inside the 
mosque, was set upon by the mob, dragged out by 
the hair of the head, and most shamefully mal- 
treated I can easily believe it, from the dia- 
bolical expression on the feces of the children 
even, who stoned me. 

" To-day we rode to Bethlehem, and saw the 
spot where our Saviour was bom, and the manger 
where He was laid, with several other places of 
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less interest. ... I have given you a very brief 
outline of my proceedings here, which I might 
have reserved tiU we meet; but I fancied you 
would like to have a letter dated Jerusalem." 

The travellers lingered until the 6th of June 
among those scenes which bring home with such 
vivid force the humanity of our Lord, makings in 
the interval, various short excursions in the neigh- 
bourhood. 

They started for the Jordan soon after six on 
the morning of June 3d, " passed through Bethany; 
saw Lazarus' tomb ; and, farther on, the place 
where Elijah is said to have been fed by the ravens. 
The road is of the most desolate character, but 
particularly as you approach the descent to the 
plains of the Jordan. No vegetation is to be seen ; 
not a bird's note breaks on the ear ; but desolation 
and death seem to reign on every side. The re- 
flection of the sun from the white rocks made the 
heat fearful. After we got down to the plain, we 
had still a long ride before us, and did not reach 
the banks of the Jordan till three or four o'clock, 
both much exhausted. We eagerly drank large 
quantities from this far-famed river, which runs 
with great rapidity, and is remarkable for the 
beautfof the trees' oa its banks. After resting 
awhile, we set out for Jericho, now a poor-looking 
village of Arab huts, in the yard of one of which 
we slept." 

They retraced their steps to Jaffa, and finally 
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reached Smyrna on the 18th, after pausing at Bey- 
rout for several days. 

" BeyrotU, 11th. — Started to ascend Mount 
Lebanon about eight ; beautiful ride up ; villages ; 
women with silver horns ; forests of pines ; and 
rich cultivation also. The Arabian poet truly says, 
that the mountain bears winter upon his head, 
spiing on his shoulders, and autumn on his bosom, 
wiiile summer lies sleeping at his feet." 

" 1 3th. — Started from Beyrout about ten. Called 
at Tripoli and Latakia, where we landed part of a 
harem that we had on board." 

Then followed another maritime imprisonment 
of three or four days at Smyrna ; and on the 2 2d 
Eobert notes in his daily journal : — 

" 22d. — Got out of quarantine, much rejoiced. 
Beautiful sail down to the hotel. Went to church, 
and heard an excellent sermon from Psalm cxxxix., 
' Search me, God, and know my thoughts ;' — a 
subject chosen as it were for me. Felt much in- 
terested, and some desire after Divine things. 
Eetumed to the hotel, read the Word, and spent 
some time in prayer, trying to bring my besetting 
sins before God. Spent a more profitable Sabbath 
than I have done since leaving Bombay, and trust 
the savour of it may last many days." 

Three weeks more brought him again to his 
native shores. There is still a daily record kept 
of his wanderings, and of the impressions he re- 
ceived, until he reaches Basle ; but we shall not 
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ask the reader to traverse ground he has probably 
trodden more than once before in other company. 
Of all the beautiful moving panoramas that passed 
before Robert's vision as he journeyed homewards, 
none fascinated him more than that presented by 
the. lovely Italian Lake Como, whose scenery he 
describes as the finest he had ever beheld. And 
certainly he calls up before the mind's eye a sweet 
picture of hills, richly clothed with verdure, of 
white villages clustering at their feet, of "magni- 
ficent gardens," the air loaded with perfume, and 
the distant sound of church-bells borne across the 
water, while a bright and happy tint was shed 
over all the landscape, by the feeling that " he was 
enabled to look upwards to Him who was the 
Creator of it alL'' 



CHAPTER X.— 1851,1862. 

HOME. 

At last lie reached Edinburgh, as fresh in his 
home-feelings, and as affectionate in heart, as when 
he left us six years before. Unchanged, and yet 
how changed ! The morning after his arrival, his 
father selected Psalm ciiL as an appropriate ex- 
pression of family thanksgiving. When we rose 
from our knees, Eobert said, " These verses are 
indeed the language of my heart. No words could 
be more applicable to my case : * He forgiveth all 
my iniquities ; he healeth all my diseases.' " It 
was a sunshiny Sabbath that first day at home ; 
and as he accompanied the family group to church, 
he turned to his companion, and said, with an 
expression of deep, heart-felt joy : " Ah, this is 
what I have so often dreamed of, and longed for, 
in India!" His demeanour was peculiarly calm 
and chastened, and while cheerful and lively, he 
ever seemed " by recollection present with God." 
There was an imder-current of the old wit and 
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humour, but this trait was wondrously mellowed 
and Christianized ; while his great talent for 
mimicry and tendency to satire were wholly sub- 
dued. 

Many social gatherings took place at this time, 
each claiming him as its guest and centre. This 
he felt to be hostile to his spiritual interests. " It 
will never do," he said ; " I must have more time 
alone with God." After which he rose daily at 
six for reading and prayer. He found leisure 
even then, when so many demands were naturally 
made on his thoughts and attention, for paying 
visits to the poor, whose hearts he won at once by 
his gentle manner and loving words. 

Then followed a family trip to London and the 
Great Exhibition ; but wherever he was, whether 
forming one of tiie gay and busy multitude who 
thronged the world's fair, or joining in the quiet 
excursion to some suburban .country sight, or lis- 
tening with rapt and delighted attention to the 
persuasive eloquence of an earnest minister of 
Christ, the one subject was ever uppermost in his 
mind. 

" Do you envy that crown ?" he said to a friend, 
as they stood together in the Park, and watched 
the gorgeous pageantry of the procession, as the 
Queen went to prorogue Parliament. " Ah, no ! 
some day, I hope, you and I shall wear a better 
diadem than that ; even the croyrn of glory that 
fadeth not away." 
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And I cannot forget his indignant glance, and 
firm, sorrowful denial, when urged by a mistaken 
friend, "just for once to attend the opera, and 
enjoy the music, while he himself would be recog- 
nised by none, and so his example do no hann to 
others." Such was not the spirit of his religion. 
" The expulsive power of a new affection" had 
rendered him indifferent to those pleasures which 
once possessed so strong an attraction for him; 
nor was he careful to inquire how far he could 
possibly indulge in them, while still maintaining 
a Christian profession. 

The latter months of this autumn were passed 
in Manchester, where he was engaged in mercan- 
tile pursuits, with the exception of a ten days' 
holiday, which was passed with his father in the 
island of Skye. The following extract, taken from 
one of his numerous Manchester letters, shows 
that he maintained the vitality and earnestness of 
his Christian faith and love with the same vigour 
and simplicity at home as abroad : — 

** Manghesteb, September 30. 

" I was expecting a letter from you to-day, as 
you know you are to write oftener than I do to 
you ; but none having appeared, I take it for 
granted that you were much better engaged on 
Saturday, taking an excursion, and making the 
most of your last day at the Bridge of Allan. . . . 
In one of your letters, you allude to the solenm 



196 MEMORIALS OF ROBERT BROWN. 

truth of the Holy Spirit being all inmate of our 
hearts ; but how little do we realize this, and how 
often do we resist His gentle strivings, and thus 
tempt Him to withdraw from tls ! This is a sin I 
am often guilty of, and proves too plainly that my 
heart 1^ not given up to God. I have been think- 
ing of the reasonableness of an entire surrender,, 
and made it a subject of prayer yesterday. Our 
j'eason tells us, that, being the creatures of God, 
and having aU our powers from Him, we ought to 
use these for His glory, and take up any cross 
that He places in our way. We shall find it a 
hard service unless our obedience proceeds from 
evangelical, and not legal principles. I must 
digest that text tlKroughly : * Ye are not your 
own, ye are bought with a price ; therefore glorify 
God in your bodies and spirits, which are his.' 
Now, you must pray for me in this matter ; and 
tell me particularly what are your wants, that I 
may mention them in prayer. 

" But I must bring this rambling note to an 
end. When you get it you will be at G., and I 
need not say how I should like to be with you, 
and to see dear J. again. How refreshing would 
be the society of one who, like her, has had her 
thoughts lately so much directed heavenwards, 
and has had such experience of the love of Jesus. 
Pray give her and J — n my very kindest love, 
and assure them that I shall not forget them in 
my prayers." . . . 
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During the closing months of this year his 
younger sister came to Manchester, and spent a 
quiet happy time with him. The spectacle of his 
thorough consistent life read her a lesson not soon 
to be forgotten. Occupied as he was fix)m morning 
till late in the afternoon, he seldom neglected to 
use the opportunities of Christian usefulness that 
lay in his path ; and while " diligent in business," 
emphatically sought to " serve the Lord." 

" Some one told me the other day. Brown, that 
you distribute tracts and religious books to your 
fellow-passengers in the railway," said a friend to 
him one day, with an amused expression. (He 
had known Eobert in his wild Liverpool days, and 
was not aware of the great change in his life and 
character that had taken place since then.) "' But," 
he added, " I said there must be some mistake, 
and that I knew ycn^^were the last man in the 
world to do such a thing." "It is quite true, 
M.," he answered, in his quiet way ; " and what 
is more, I have a book for you in my pocket at 
this moment," as he pulled out a copy of Wilber- 
force's Practical View ofChristianity.ajii presented 
it to his astonished friend. 

And so it was that, in his frequent railway 
journeys to and from Liverpool, he made a point 
of giving away little books and tracts to all who 
would accept them. " It is the only time I may 
come across these people in this world," he used 
to say ; " and when I meet them in eternity, I 
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may be thankful for having put forth even this 
feeble efifort." And in one of his letters at this 
time he writes : — 

"It seems out of place to cany about tracts 
and distribute them to aU. and sundry, or even to 
those you may meet in the railway train. Expe- 
diency whispers, ' Never mind, these people are 
strangers ; you have nothing to do with them, 
and it would be presuming too much to bore them 
with a tract.' But when we come to stand before 
the judgment-seat of Christ shall we have cause 
to regi'et that we used this, the only opportunity 
perhaps we ever had of setting the truth before 
those of our feUow-men ? Besides, are we not 
enjoined to be 'instant in season and out of 
season V " 

And in no case did the outgoings of this loving 
heart meet with cold repulse or angry rejoinder. 
Sometimes there might be an astonished look, 
and a start of suiprise ; generally there was at 
least a polite expression of gratitude on the part 
of the receiver, and now and then an interesting 
conversation followed. It would have been diffi- 
cult to return a rude rebuff to the smile and kind 
word which always accompanied the little gift. 
One day he mentioned having met in the train a 
young man far gone in consimiption, who had 
spoken to him of his dangerous state, and unfolded 
his inmost feelings. A week or two afterwards, 
as we entered one of the river-boats at Liverpool, 
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a stranger rashed up and seized him by the hand. 
A few earnest sentences passed between the two, 
and then they parted, never to meet again on this 
side eternity. It was the young invalid just 
referred to. 

He often felt it a painful effort to overcome his 
natural shyness and sensitive dread of ridicule, so 
far asf to accost strangers in this way, especially 
when from men of the world he could expect no 
sympathy, and might encounter only scorn. But 
he thought the path of duty clear, and would not 
turn aside from the triaL " Ah ! we gain nothing," 
he one day said, "by neglecting to take up a 
cross that lies in our way. We may walk round 
and round it, but there is no peace till we lift it 
up ; and then, oh how often what we dreaded as so 
weighty a burden turns out as light as air !" His 
sister always knew at morning worship when he 
was going to Liverpool, for on such occasions he 
prayed for strength and courage with more than 
usual earnestness. What simple, childlike. peti- 
tions those used to be ! what wrestling for parti- 
cular blessings ! what lowly, fervent breathings 
after higher strength than his own ! Thus en- 
dued with the heavenly' armour, this soldier of 
the cross went forth to the warfare of the day, to 
meet its business and its burdens, and to engage 
in its secularities with a heart set on things above. 

He had some old friends of former days in 
Manchester, and used occasionally to dine and 
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spend an evening with them. Before going he 
would say, " Now, it is all very well to mingle in 
society, but remember, you must go as a Christian, 
and take your Master with you." Then he would 
speak of Wilberforce's plan of having " launchers," 
and form resolutions for giving conversation a 
profitable turn, and speaking a word in season, as 
opportunity offered. 

He early made acquaintance with one of the 
excellent city missionaries in Manchester ; and 
from this good man he learned the names and 
addresses of a few poor people, whom he visited 
from time to time. Pleasant memories rise in the 
mind of the writer of Saturday afternoon walks, 
which generally had for their object some such 
visit. There was one old woman whom we occa- 
sionally went to see, whose bright faith and simple 
confidence rendered her little chamber a very 
BetheL She was a great favourite with Eobert, 
who often went to see her, and used in after-times 
to quote her terse sentences and lively expres- 
sions of trust, encouraging himseK by the remem- 
brance of her vivid hope and deep, settled peace. 
Old Mrs. Taylor had met with a severe accident 
in youth, which caused her to lose her memory to 
a great extent, so that she could ncft recal long 
passages of Scripture in her lonely hours, while 
her weakness of eyesight deprived her of the 
power of reading. " But," she would say, " there 
is oTie^ promise I have clung to from the first, and 
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shall cling to until the end, * Him that cometh 
unto me I will in nowise cast out/ Since He 
said that once, I know that He will receive even 
poor guilty me ; and there is another sweet word 
I cannot forget, ' I will never leave thee, nor for- 
sake thee/ " 

The Christmas of 1851 was spent with the 
home-circle in Edinburgh, and the opening hours 
of the new year were passed in the quiet solitude 
of his own chamber. He heard an earnest, faith- 
ful sermon from Dr. Tweedie, who preached in 
the morning of that New- Year's Day from the 
words, " The harvest is past, the summer is ended, 
and we are not saved." He then shut himself up 
in his own apartment until dinner-time, seeking 
anew to consecrate himself, his time, and aU his 
talents, to the service of the Great King. 

Tye insert a few extracts from his private 
journal, which he recommenced about this time : — 

" 20th Deeerriber — Home, — Truly my cup over- 
flows with blessings. Such joy I have not felt, 
I think, since I returned from India. Eobust 
health, much kindness from friends, everything 
seeming to smile around me. I pray earnestly 
for faith to trace God's hand in all, for He is 
indeed the giver of every good gift; also for a 
simple dependence upon Jesus and His righteous- 
ness. But I am more in a praising than a pray- 
ing frame, and desire to keep Psalm ciii before 
my mind. 
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** New-Tear^ 8 Bay, 1852. — I find all my resolu- 
tions fail, and my prayers unavailing, because I 
do not unite with them watchfulness ; but now, 
on the beginning of another year, I resolve to 
make a fresh effort, and pray first, that my faith 
in the finished work of Christ may be increased, 
and that I may rest solely on God's word, as 
Abraham did, believing that jp^hat He has pro- 
mised — ^namely, eternal life — He is able to bestow. 
Prayer also for perfect submission to God's will, 
as I see, during the past year, how often my own 
has been crossed with advantage." 

" ^th January 1852, i^(?r^A-CT^J— This is the 
happiest Sunday I have had for a long time. I 
have felt my soul more lifted up to God, and in 
some measure thankful for His long-suffering 
mercy in sparing me during the thirteen years 
that have passed since I was last here. What 
cause for thanksgiving have I, that I have been 
safely led through aU the dangers and tempta- 
tions of my Liverpool career, while five of those 
who were in the office with me are now in eter- 
nity. I miss many from the Ferry. The absence 
of the old frigate reminds me of Captain E., 
who is gone. The road to Inverkeithing recalls 
Aunt H. to my mind; the church, old Mr. 
Eobinson. In short, every scene and every place 
teach the lesson that we are only passengers 
through this world. God grant that I may profit 
by it } Went down to-night to see old Charlie ; 
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tried to speak to him of the need of preparation 
for death, so many of his shipmates having gone. 
He speaks as if he trusted in God, and I would 
fain hope he is sincera Much kindness from the 
P.s ; and indeed abundant cause for thanksgiving 
to-day." 

" llth January — Horne. — ^Another week of mer- 
cies has rolled over me. I cannot find words suf- 
ficient to record them all. ... I do think my prayer 
last week for simple faith has been answered." 

A few more weeks of busy mercantile life in 
Manchester followed this pleasant home-break. 
From his lonely lodgings in that vast city he 
writes, 14th February : — 

"I may not have time to write to you to- 
morrow, as I am going to Stafford for a few days ; 
I must therefore write you a few lines to-night, 
to teU you that I have renewed acquaintance with 
some of your old friends here. Last night I went 
to see Mrs. Taylor, whom I found at her tea, 
happy and cheerful as ever. Of course she asked 
for you, and really seems /<mfZ of us both, the dear 
old woman ! I had much pleasant talk with her. 
The grand secret of her undisturbed peace seems 
to be that she takes God at His word, and allows 
no doubts to enter her mind. I was asking her 
about answers to prayer for the conversion of 
others, mentioning B.'s case. She feels quite 
satisfied that such prayers, offered in faith, must 
be answered, but in the Lord's own time," 
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Another rapid visit to Edinburgh, and the time 
of his second departure for India approached. 
This was delayed from one mail, in which his 
passage was secured, to the next, in consequence 
of a sharp attack of bronchitis, to which he thus 
refers in his diary : — 

*' 2lst March—Home,— Con&n.ed to bedfoi: a 
week, and therefore prevented from going by yes- 
terday's steamer. I cannot look on this otherwise 
than as a great proof of God's mercy, laying me 
up for a week without pain, that He might shower 
upon me additional blessings daQy, by kindness 
from friends, letters, time for reading, etc. What 
cause have I for gratitude ! particularly on account 
of H. and B. Prayer for them and for my- 
self, that this week I may be enabled to keep in 
mind, and act on the text, ' Ye are not your own, 
for ye are bought with a price.' " 

The next entry is dated 

'* 2Sth March — This is my last Sunday at home 
before returning to India ; and on a retrospect of 
the many months that have passed since I came 
home, I feel how many opportunities of speaking 
to others I have lost, how much time I have 
mis-spent, how lamentably my heart has been 
estranged from God, while He has been showering 
upon me innumerable mercies. Truly it is only 
because He is God, and not man, that I am not 
consumed. I cast myself again on His mercy." . . . 

Going into Robert's room one evening about 
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this time, I found him with his Bible, half-open, 
in his hand, evidently deeply pondering some 
solemn truth. 

"Did that expression in Mark i. 13, ever 
strike you ?" he said. " Did you ever meditate 
on that wonderfal feature of the temptation, 
* Was with -the wild beasts V Oh, the marvellous 
depths to which He condescended !" 

And here I cannot help noticing what a tho- 
rough Bible-student he was. He seemed ever to 
drink direct from the fountain-head. He read 
few religious books ; nor did he bring with him 
to the perusal of the Sacred Word preconceived 
notions and prejudices, but simply, and as a little 
child, he sat at the feet of Jesus, learning, as it 
were, from His own blessed lips, the doctrines 
and precepts of Holy Writ. 
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It was with feelings diflfering widely from his 
emotions on first going out to India that Eobert 
once more prepared to leave his home. True, 
nature shrank from the pang of separation, hut 
grace was there, stronger than nature, to comfort 
and uphold. Nor was he now goiug among 
strangers to new scenes and untried work ; he 
was returning to a much-valued circle of friends, 
some of whom were knit to him by the closest 
ties, and the thought of meeting them again 
formed a sweet and powerful antidote to the pain 
of the farewell 

He left Edinburgh on the 28th March, and 
sailed from Southampton on the Ist April From 
Liverpool he writes a hurried note to his father : — 

" My heart is rather heavy to-night, as it has 
been aU day ; for it is a sore trial to part from 
those we most love on earth ; but we should feel 
those separations less if we could look forward 
with the eye of faith to that period of reunion 
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when 'adieus and farewells will be a sound 
unknown.' God grant that none of us may be 
excluded from that*blessed assembly ! 

" I shall not add more to-night, except the 
warmest expressions of my affection to Mra B. 
and every member of the family circle." 

On the " way out," his heart was unexpectedly 
cheered by the companionship of a Christian 
brother, who recognised in Bobert's presence on 
board, BS Eobert did in his, an answer to prayer. 

"EuxiHB, 5th April 1862. 

"My dearest . . . , — Whilst we are rolling 
about in the Bay of Biscay, I try to compose 
myself to write a few lines to you, which I hope 
to send you from Gibraltar. I feel that you have 
been following me with your prayers since I left ; 
and so far these have been answered as regards 
the weather, which has been as favourable as it 
could possibly be, and 'the health and comfort of 
your brother, which are all that could be desired. 
But there is one favour that has been granted, 
perhaps without your asking, and which I shall 
now tell you. On Saturday night, I seated myself 
at tea beside a gentleman with moustache, who" 
was the first to begin the conversation (not being 
a Scotchman), and we gradually began to talk 
about Arbuthnot's house in Madras, when I 
thought, from the tone of his remarks, that he 
was not a man of the world. When he went on 
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to speak of the trial he had just come through, of 
parting with a wife and five children, I ventured 
to say that those separations should lead us to 
look forward to that meeting where there will be 
no more partings. He at once brightened up, and 
asked me, 'Then are you a competitor for the 
kingdom of heaven, and may I hail you as a 
Christian brother?' The stiffness of a stranger 
feeling at once vanished, and we talked for more 
than a couple of hours, when he came into my 
cabin, and we read and prayed together. We are 
great friends, of course ; and this morning we 
have just been in my cabin (which, fortunately, I 
have all to myself), reading the 15th of John, and 
we both had a short prayer. My friend is a Cap- 
tain Dobbie, in the Madras Army. He is evi- 
dently so far advanced in the Christian life that I 
hope to profit much from his society. He gave 
me a lesson in speaking to people, for he seems 
to think this no cross, and has such a frank, 
pleasant manner, that no one can easily take 
offence. I am in hopes that in a few days we 
may have two or three more to read with us. D. 
relieved me of a lot of my tracts yesterday, having 
found out one of the men on board who takes an 
interest in Divine things. Is it not wonderful 
how we have been thus brought together ? I being 
kept back till this steamer, that J might meet 
with one who should lead me onward, at a time 
when I fear I have been falling back. He told 
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me that it had been made a subject of prayer 
before he left that he might meet with a Christian 
bpther on board ; and as he expected an answer 
to the prayer, he had been listening to the con- 
versation around him at table, to see if he could 
detect anjihrng favourable in it, but nothing ap- 
peared. I believe his faith was beginning to fail, 
when at length we were brought together. How 
wonderful are the ways of God! Truly the 
voyage out this time is pleasant, compared with 
what it was last, and everything seems to go well 
with me. Now, good-bye for ,to-day, and just 
allow me to take up Ghalmers's Life, volume ii" 

"7^A. — ... I continue to get on well with 
Captain Dobbie, with whom I have hours of daily 
talk over the Bible ; and night and morning we 
meet to read and pray together. But the wonder- 
ful thing is, how his faithfulness has been re- 
warded. He had spoken to several on board, and 
proposed that we should meet for family worship 
in the morning. Yesterday about ten mustered, 
when he read a chapter and one of Bickersteth's 
prayers. This morning there were several addi- 
tions to the number, and all the ladies except one. 
Is not this cause of great thankfulness V* 

He writes to his father, 7th April : — 
"... I do not find the time pass at all heavily, 
for it is pleasantly occupied in reading Chalmers, 
writing, conversation, or pacing the deck for exer- 
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cise. The day indeed seems too short, and one 
can't find time for practising the concertina ; or 
rather, I have too much regard for the feelings of 
my friends to torture them in this way. I should 
have to goforwardy if I were to begin practising. 
We dine at four, with a tremendous appetite, as 
you may suppose ; and in the evening Miss Lam- 
bert takes her seat at the piano, and enlivens us 
with all kinds of tunes, both grave and gay ; and 
Captain Hook, of the Madras Cavalry, breathes 
forth stentorian notes to the air of ' The Land of 
the Stranger,' or * Cushla Machree,' and the Cap- 
tain strikes up ' With a wet sheet and a flowing 
sail;' which, of course, all meet with universal 
approval, for one is not disposed to be particular 
on board ship. Then about ten the ladies retire, 
and the gentlemen soon follow their example, 
unless they prefer going to bed in the dark, for 
the lights are put out about half- past ten — a good 
rule, as it prevents men sitting up to play cards 
or drink toddy." 

A fortnight more, and Bombay once more rises 
before him — the magnificent harbour, the tall 
buildings, the motley crowd of natives in their 
strange and picturesque attire. The last year 
appears like a dream — already a haze envelopes 
the home and country he has left. As he enters 
the Shigram, he receives the wonted salaams 
from native servants and retainers, and drives 
through the crowded bazaar aAd the cocoa-nut 
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woods, meeting the cordial greeting of friend and 
acquaintance. And the next morning finds him 
m his old place in the office, as if he had never 
left it 

He seems to have carried back with him to 
India a buoyant spirit of thankfulness and praise, 
and for some time after his arrival his letters 
" sing of mercy" only. In the first, addressed to 
his father, he speaks of " the multitude of mer- 
cies" he is enjoying, and of his " desire to look 
up with adoring gratitude to God," He adds, 
" I have been very busy since I came back ; but 
I really feel that I can rise with the occasion ; 
and get through my work satisfactorily. I have 
never fancied an office life much, from not taking 
sufficient interest in the business; but I hope 
now to give my mind more to it, taking care, 
however, not to allow these things to absorb my 
thoughts. . . . The weather is hot ; but I feel so 
strong and well, and am so busy that I have no 
time to think of it The cordial welcome I have 
had from my friends here makes me feel quite at 
home again." 

"Bombay, May 18. 

" My dearest . . . , — I have a spare hour to- 
night before going to a meeting at Murray Mit- 
chell's, which I gladly devote to you, as I may 
not have much leisure during the next three days. 
I wrote to you on the 11th, and have a sort of 
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longing desire to hear from you again; for it 
seems a long long time since I had that pleasure. 

" Well, I have not yet had any cause to regret 
my return to the land of my adoption; which 
never before appeared so attractive to me. I 
cannot tell you how much my heart rejoices 
daily, and how multiplied my mercies are. Eyen 
in business, I seem to get on well; and with 
health, friends, and a contented mind, I feel that 
no one's lot can be more favoured than mine. 

and I have many talks together on religion ; 

he is deeply in earnest, but, I fear, falls into the 
general mistake of souls first awakened, who think 
it necessary to feel deeply a sense of their sinful- 
ness, before they can be qualified to appropriate 
the finished work of Christ I tell him that if we 
feel sin at all, and come to Christ for pardon, we 
shall be received. 

" I fancy our ladies' party passed off assez 
hUn on Saturday, although I was rather in a 
fright at first ; the pauses between the courses at 
dinner were also rather exasperating. We had 
plenty of music in the evening from Miss Lam- 
bert ; having got a semi-grand piano for the occa- 
sion, which we have since purchased for £40, as 
we intend to give a series of such entertaimnents 
after the rains. 

" I made a beginning of my Sunday work at 
Parelle last Sabbath ; and the people were glad 
to see me. It was nothing of the cross I used to 
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feel it ; and I hope this is wearing away in more 
things than in this cluse. I read part of ' Are you 
forgiven?' to them, and I think they were in- 
terested. They (the gardener and his wife) have 
lost one child and got another since I went homa 
But I must now close for to-night, as I want to 
go to the hospital before the meeting. There are 
one or two rather interesting cases there just 
now; but others the reverse — ^men who won't 
believe in a future state of punishment. Good- 
night." 

" 21st — ^The old- schemes seem to be thriving ; 
and I continue my visits {ex officio) to the Pen- 
sioners, the Magdalene, and Orphanage. It is 
quite near me now, just round the comer there ; 
and I was paying them a visit to-night, when I 
strolled through the garden and saw Bella Ma- 
cartney, who has been laid up, poor girl, for 
some days. The bairns seemed glad to see me 
again." . . , 

An attack of his old enemy shaded for a 
short time this unclouded sunshine, only to be 
recognised however as a blessing in disguise, for 
it is thus noticed in a letter to his father and in 
his private journal : — 

'* ithJune 1852. — . . . We expect the rains 
will set in soon now, as it is hot, hot ; and the 
exertion of pulling one's stockings on, in the 
morning, is feverish. However, I am thankful to 
say I am now very well; though the day after 
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the laat mafl left, I had an attack of something 
like my old friend. The doctor called it spasms. 
However, I thought it well to keep low, and lie 
on the sofa for ten days ; but I am now at ofl&ce 
again, working like a Briton. I am truly sensible 
how needful this chastisement was; for I feel 
myself becoming too much engrossed with the 
things of time and sense, and am surd it was sent 
in mercy to wean me from the world. How slow 
we are to receive such lessons though ! and how 
often, when recovered from sickness, do we plunge 
again into our worldly pursuits, with the same 
ardour as ever !,^and thus the gracious chastise- 
ments of our Heavenly Father are altogether lost 
upon us." 

And in his journal, — 

'* 30th May, — ^I felt last Sunday that my lot 
was becoming too prosperous, and that veiy night 
God graciously laid on me His chastening hand, 
sending an attack of inflammation, which has 
kept me on the sofa all the week. Many, many 
mercies have been mingled with this chastise- 
ment ; but I feel that it is not being sanctified to 
me : and I again pray for grace to overcome the 
love of the world, and to awaken in me .that in- 
terest in Divine things which is so needfuL 
There is a gracious promise to plead : * Turn ye 
at my reproof; I will pour out my Spirit upon 
you,'" 
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TO HIS SISTER XL 
*<The Breach, I9th July 1852, 9.30 p.m. 

" It is a curious fact, that that most valuable 
epistle of mine that was penned for the mail of 
the 25th June, and despatched by the steamer of 
the 26 th, is at this moment quietly reposing either 
in the harbour or the post-office of Bombay. But 
lest you should thiuk your brother oblivious or 
neglectful, he thinks it right to acquaint you with 
the fact of his having written as usual by that 
maQ ; and of the good steamer * 4jadaha,' in which 
he came across from Aden, having run short of 
coals on her voyage across, haviug been ten days 
out, when she quietly returned to port. How you 
have managed to exist without my usual despatch, 
is a question which my mind cannot be at rest 
about untQ I hear from you ; but I must comfort 
myself by reflecting, that intercourse with friends 
in the west country, and rural sights and scenes, 
will keep your mind from dwelling, as much as 
you would otherwise do, on your expatriated 
brother. I am likely to be very busy this week 
preparing for the mail, R being away, and his 
work devolving upon me ; and therefore seize half 
an hour to-night to have a chat with you. It's a 
very hot night, although we are in the rains ; and 
I have just slipt away Irom the dining-room, where 
the Eev. Mr. Price (who is on a visit to us with 
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his lady) is holding a confab with Hunter abont 
the religion of the natives. . . . This is a fine big 
room of mine, and should be cool, seeing it has five 
windows and as many doors— Venetian windows 
that/oW open, and you can just lift your leg over 
the window-sill {y(m might perhaps require a 
stool), and take a saunter on the verandah outside ; 
or, if you are tired of that, a step brings you down 
to the garden, where you find yourself surrounded 
by flowers or shrubs of varied hues and fragrance. 
There's the Hibiscus, rich in its crimson petals ; 
here's the oleander, known even to you folks in 
the northern latitudes. And mark that sturdy, 
substantial acactus, that an English florist would 
give almost his eyes to possess ; and the jagged 
aloe, which men say only flowers once in a cen- 
tury — a fable fit only for those who live at AoT/ie, 
who are weak enough to believe, with Shakspere, 
that the cameleon lives on air. See, there's one 
at your feet, in the act of digesting a large fly, 
which it has just swallowed. Is not this a lovely 
scene ? how fresh the shrubs look after the rain ! 
how the air is perfumed with the fragrant odour 
of those rosebuds^ dewy as they are with * Nature's 
tear-drops,' and peeping forth to welcome the rays 
of the morning sun, just beaming through the 
trees ! Are your eyes yet weary of the scene ? 
Then listen to the melody of those sweet-toned 
minstrels of the forest, which breaks upon the ear 
every now and then, amid the deep sonorous roar 



BBTURN TO BOMBAY. 217 

of the surf, as it beats upon the rocky shora In 
a few minutes the scene changes, the sky is over- 
cast, the rain falls in torrents, the natives rush 
about in frenzy to close the windows, the garden 
walk where you stood just now is flooded. You 
see an umbrella, full set, standing apparently by 
its own unaided strength in the midst of the espla- 
nade; and as you move along towards the fort, 
your eye lights upon a quantity of door mats mov- 
ing in an erect posture about the rice-fields. You 
look a little closer, and you see that the said mats 
have small feet and ankles projecting from their 
skirts, and a diminutive head-piece to crown the 
whole." 

" 2Sd, 10 P.M. — Albeit this is the hardest week 
Ihave had for work since I came to the country, 
I am resolved to Jind time before I go to bed to 
finish my letter to you. Do you know, I really 
begin to like this constant employment, and am 
becoming enamoured of the desk — a thing I never 
hitherto was even reconciled to. There's a ne- 
cessity for exertion now ; and I have not time to 
dream as of old, seldom or never relapsing into my 
pristine state oicoma ! consequently I get through 
my work better, and have none of those fears of 
failure that were wont to haunt me. But there's 
a danger in all this, for engrossment in business 
draws away the heart from Divine things ; and is 
it not strange to think, that just in proportion as 
I may have given my mind to my work during 
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the day, I seem to be indisposed for the hospital, 
or such labour afterwards ? This proves that my 
motives can't be good, otherwise this earthly care 
would prove a heavenly discipline, and bring me 
nearer to God. Still you will sympathize with 
me, for you know this appeared to me the great 
difl&culty at first, and has done all along, how a 
man can excel in his profession, can give his mind 
to it, and yet live near to God, 

" I have commenced going again to the Friday 
night meetings, where I have been somewhat 
stirred up. Dear Bowen is always so good ; the 
last night on * Behold the Lamb, of God f He said 
it was necessary to be constantly keeping the eye 
fixed on Christ wherever we go, otherwise we 
become dull and heavy towards Him; and as 
necessary to keep His commandments, for a dis- 
obedient child does not like to look his father in 
the face." . . • 

** Bombay, 2l8t August, 

" My dearest . . . , — ^As I am left all alone to- 
night, I have thought that I might begin a letter 
to you, having a good deal to say of one kind and 
another, and if you have no decided objection to 
offer, I will commence on a large sheet. I am 
hoping that this next mail may bring me two of 
your valued letters ; and in the meantime, hav- 
ing nothing to answer, I must even give you some 
thoughts of my own. 

" I had a letter from dear Dobbie the other day, 
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conveying the glad news that all the officers in 
bis regiment had agreed to his remaining, and that 
he expected to be a major in a few months. I 
don't know if I told you before, that finding the 
juniors were against his remaining, he had sent in 
his resignation ; but I doubt not he has since that 
made this a subject of secret prayer, and has been 
heard and answered. We used to pray about this 
coming out, and I would take fresh encourage- 
ment from this circumstance, to bring such re- 
quests before God, who turneth the hearts of 
all as He pleaseth. 1 am pretty regular twice a 
week in visiting the hospital, which is not quite 
such a cross as it used to be, though still my heart 
does fail a little as I drive up to the gate. It 
would be nothing speaking to a single man pri- 
vately, but to go into a ward full of people, all 
looking at you, is a trial to the flesh. I have not 
met lately with any very interesting case since 
I came back, but if I Tiever meet with another, the 
Swede's alone would be sufficient encouragement. 
" Bella Macartney will, I think, leave for Aus- 
tralia in the * Eunnymede,' in a week or two, 
as her health is not good, and she has the pro- 
spect of getting on there in service, w^hich she 
might not do here so soon. She could not make 
up her mind at first to go, feeling averse to 
start without any of her companions; but she 
will be under charge of a matron on the voy- 
age, and for some months after. her arrival I 
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have had three interviews with her since the 
thing was proposed, as she seems to regard me as 
a friend, and I naturally felt rather awkward when 
she asked me one night whether I would like her 
to go, becausie there is such a responsibility in 
seiiding the girl out of the country, if one thought 
it against her wUL However, when I went to see 
her to-night (just over that rocky cliff there, close 
to our gate, commanding such a delightful view of 
the PareUe Hills and Love Grove), she seemed 
quite willing to go ; and what is of far more con- 
sequence, she is now evidently under serious im- 
pressions, and seemed to listen with interest to 
what little advice I gave her. Mr. Candy is up 
at Poena for ten days, and Hunter and I are left 
alone ; but we seem to be gay this week, and have 
only dined one night together alone. On Monday 
we had dear Bowen over, and a great treat it was. 
His conversation is not only spiritual but highly 
intellectual ; and he startled us by some astrono- 
mical facts which he mentioned. He is so humble, 
and has imbibed so much of the spirit of Christ, 
that we admire him all the more ; or rather, shall 
not this lead us to glorify his Master ? H. was 
much taken with him, and seems to envy his in- 
difference to the world." 

We give a few short extracts fix)m Eobert's 
journal, which lies tefore the reader, a chart of 
his innermost thoughts and feelings, written 
apparently, with few exceptions, on successive 
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Sundaya Looking back from the stillness and 
seclusion of that quiet eminence, he reviewed 
and mourned over the omissions and sins of the 
busy week that had passed; and, glancing for- 
ward to the exigencies and difficulties of the 
season to come, he made them special subjects 
for prayer. It often happens that some perplex- 
ing business-matter, which, on one Sabbath, 
formed material for earnest petition, became the 
theme of a song of praise and thanksgiving on 
the next ; prayer having been heard, and wisdom 
and guidance abundantly vouchsafed in the 
interval One of his " rules" for daily conduct, 
inserted in this diary, and dated May 9th, 1852, 
was : — " To bring little things before God in 
prayer ;" and this supplies us with the key to his 
consistent and conscientious walk. 

" June 20th (Simday), — My soul still cleaves 
to the dust, instead of having the affections set on 
things above. Prayer against this ; and that I 
may maintain a devotioiULl spirit throughout the 
day, by frequently using ejaculatory prayer. 
Thanksgiving for sending off 'Marion Macintyre;' 
and discovering a leak in the * Anglesey ;' arrival 
of ' Tinto ;' fall of rain, etc. 

" ll^A July. — A rather more satisfactory week 
perhaps ; but still guilty of many sins. Prayer 
against these ; and that I may be enabled to look 
forward to the thousand yeais of happiness which 
are promised to those who suffer for Christ. What 
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a motive for self-denial, and laying aside beset- 
ting sins ! A good deal stirred up by reading 
Miillei's Narrative of God's dealings with him, 
particularly his being in Jehoshaphat's strait : 

* Neither knew we what to do ; but our eyes were 
upon thee/ Oh for this faith !*' 

" ISth July. — It seems to me that my eyes are 
too much fixed on self, and too little on Jesus, 
and that this is the reason why I make so little 
progress in the Christian life. Prayer, that I may 
be influenced more by love, constrained and brought 
under the power of the world to come. 'All 
things are delivered unto Jesus by the Father.' 
May. He therefore shed abroad a sense of His 
love in my heart, that I may serve Him more 
from evangelical and less from legal principles !" 

" 26th July. — After the hardest week of work, 
I believe, since I have been in India, I desire to 
bless God for His great mercies to me ; the wis- 
dom and ability for writing letters; bringing 
many little things to the mind that might have 
been forgotten. . . . Prayer for grace to watch 
against the first risings of evil tempers ; for faith 
to believe simply on the word of Jesus : ' Ask, 
and ye shall receive ;' — for faith to receive salva- 
tion freely as it is offered : * By grace are ye 
saved.' ' He that believeth,' etc. Oh ! why 
should I doubt the word of the God of truth, 
when I would not doubt a feUow-creature ? 

* Lord, I believe ; help mine unbelief I do think 
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I have been more free this week ; and I do not 
find that a diligent application to business has 
such an injurious effect on the spirit, although 
time must be given to religious exercises morning 
and evening. 

"Is^ August, — Multiplied mercies during the 
past week ; arrival of ' Adam Carr/ just in time 
to get charter ; sale of spelter and copper ; rain ; 
health ; much wisdom for business duties. 
Prayer for friends, and especially for J. and B." 

" 8^A August — ^Another week of numberless 
mercies, amongst the chief of which are : the 
getting off the ' Anglesey* (leak) ; wisdom on 
mail-day; goodnewsby mail just arrived; money 
coming out ; L's affair settled ; grace to say a 
word to last night ; and his good recep- 
tion of tract this morning. Yet, how ungrateful 
and rebellious I have been ! I find that worldly 
company is always a source of much tempta- 
tion/' 

" \Mh August — ^Another week of many mer- 
cies ; getting ' Tinto' off; experience gained from 
her in the way of business ; and also as regards 
my own heart." 

"22tZ August — My mercies have again been 
multiplied this week ; and I know not when I 
have had a more happy day. In the morning, 
was much stirred up by reading ' Living or Dead? 
at Parelle ; and listening to Dr. Stevenson's ser- 
mon, * So teach us to number our days,' etc. ; and 
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in the hospital afterwards, much encouraged by 
seeing a boy I spoke to shed tears. Oh that 
these impressions may be lasting ! Then good 
news from home, pnd Larkins, B., etc. Truly 
my cup runs over. Prayer that I may be able to 
stand fast in the doctrine of justification by faith, 
and particularly of Christ's being substituted for 
sinners ; that I may come under the power of 
eternity ; and be enabled to walk consistently." 

The next notice refers to the loss of a dear 
relative in Scotland. Very often, during the 
period of Kobert's former residence in Bombay, 
and before his visit home, his letters contained 
the name of this dear friend, to whom he used to 
send loving messages ; and of whose home, he 
over and over again declared, that his thoughts 
often lingered there, vdth a peculiar, wistful 
yearning. He longed to see her again, to whom, 
in boyhood, his heart had clung with such warm 
affection, and who had entered with such merry 
zest into his youthful frolics. Now, he felt they 
would meet on higher ground ; and have deeper, 
holier sympathies, bright hopes in common, and 
a sacred indissoluble tie of Christian fellowship. 

At length they met ; and Eobert found her all 
he had so vividly remembered, and fer more. 
Some happy days were spent together, both in 
Edinburgh, and at Mrs. B.'s home in the west of 
Scotland. Widely different their intercourse now 
from that of old. They parted as fellow-pilgrims 
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resuming the journey of life by different paths, 
leading to the same Eternal Home. For one, 
that home was nearer than any thought, nearer 
than she herself imagined when she uttered her 
parting words to him : " The time is short." Four 
months afterwards, and she quietly fell asleep in 
Jesus. The following mail carried out the heaviest 
tidings of all that reached him during his ten 
years' sojourn in Bombay. His letters and jour- 
nal tell his grief over the loss of one, whomdhe 
mourned, in common with all who knew her. 

** Sunday, bth-Sept. — The all-absorbing idea 
in my mind this afternoon, is the death of dear 
J., of which I received news to-day. At first, I 
could not realize it — so sudden and unexpected 
was the shock ; but now I begin to feel it is all 
true ; and that the dear sister, with whom I con- 
versed so lately, and whom I heard of last mail, 

as sitting at the Lord's table with , has 

indeed passed into eternity ! God grant that the 
solemn lesson, which such a visitation is intended 
to teach, may be deeply impressed on my mind ! 
God has promised to give His Hoi/ Spirit. Oh 
that He may bring eternity before me !" 

" 26th September, — ^This is one of the happiest 
weeks I have had for some time, I think, and my 
thoughts have been in some degree raised above 
the world, as well they may be, by 's narra- 
tive of J.'s death. The Holy Spirit has given me 
some love for souls this week, and I have been 
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abundantly rewarded by yielding to His sugges- 
tions, giving a tract to S. and The Wells of Baca 
to T. G. I would take encouragement from this 
to go forward, remembering that there is a re- 
ward attached to every work, and that * he that 
soweth sparingly shall reap also ^sparingly/ So- 
lemn thought ! that when I come to stand before 
the judgment-seat of Christ, and see what He has 
done for me, the eternity of bliss in store, and 
hear His accents of tenderness, * I loved yoUy and 
gave myself for you,' I shall wonder how I could 
have been content to do so little for Him on 
earth ; and then all opportunities of warning sin- 
ners will be gone for ever. My heart is a perfect 
hell of evil passions, but Jesus still says, * If 
you will open the door, I will come in and dwell 
with you/"" 

" IQth October. — Went to the Magdalene this 
morning, and heard Mr. Nesbit on the knowledge 
of Christ — a sermon that seemed quite suited to 
my case, keeping before the mind the Saviour in 
all His relations, as King, Creator, Preserver, Ee- 
deemer — His love, riches, beauty, excellency. Ah ! 
it is from continually looking inwards, instead of 
upwards to Him, that I enjoy so little peace. 
Much in prayer to-day, although with all the 
powers of hell apparently against me. * I counsel 
thee to buy of Me gold tried in the fire,' etc. 
Sweet Christian communion last night with 
Mylne and Candy. 
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, " 2ith October. — ^A dull, weary day ; a good deal 
troubled with toothache and indigestion- Se- 
veral attempts at prayer for a simple faith in the 
finished work of Christ, and the sanctified use of 
suffering. Much cause for thanksgiving this past 
week." 

lith November, — 'Much in prayer to-day, par- 
ticularly for friends — Larkins, Dobbie, Eussells, 
etc. ; also for myself, that I may have the spirit 
of adoption ; the witness of the Spirit, that I am 
one of God's children ; and if a child, then an heir. 
Wondrous grace ! an attempt to realize what this 
privilege is, and prayer over Eph. L 18. Glad 
to hear that F. seems inquiring. Gave him Christ 
and the two Thieves, Prayer about * Duke of 
Argyle.' Much in doubt what rate to tender at ; 
but warrant for prayer, * If any man lack wisdom, 
let him ask of God.' " 

And on December 5th he writes : — *' Another 
week of many mercies, especially prayer in re 
Duke of Argyle having been answered. Much 
wisdom for sending off mail 

" 21s^ November, — I have found the advantage 
this week of carrying the ' Promises' about with 
me, and pleading that one : * He will be very 
gracious unto thee at the voice of thy cry; when 
He shall hear it, then He shall answer thee :* 
thus keeping my eye away from self to Christ. 
I am quite satisfied that it is by * looking to Him' 
that I must grow in sanctification." 
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The death of the dear friend, to whom allasion 
has been made above, is thus referred to in his 
letters of that period : — ^. 

•* Bombay, 9th September 1852. 

" My dearest . . ., — Although I wrote you a 
long letter by last maU, I cannot resist sending a 
few lines now, to condole with you on the great loss 
we have sustained in the death of dear J. Deeply 
as we must all mourn on this sad occasion, I 
know not that any will feel the blow so much as 

you will, except of course poor , who will be 

almost inconsolable. Your attachment to J. was 
more like the love of a sLjter than a friend ; but 
as you have been able to trace the hand of God 
lately in the tenderness of His dealings with you,, 
you will not, I am sure, repine at the apparent 
severity of the stroke that has deprived us of one 
so fondly loved. 

" Does it not seem as if He led you to G., just 
a few weeks ago, to take a farewell of J., and to 
give you one more opportunity of sitting side by 
side at His table to commemorate the Saviour's 
dying love? How aflTecting now to read your 
account of this scene ! But it is even more sad 
to turn to her parting letter to me, where she 
writes : * How quickly time passes I We have much 
need to he up and doing, I trust, dear Robert, we 
may yet spend many happy days here together ; 
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but if not, what a blessed prospect we have of 
meeting in that bright world, away from all sin 
and temptation, and of spending an eternity with 
our Saviour!' How affecting to think that the 
hand that penned these lines is now mouldering 
in the dust, and the spirit has actually passed 
into the state which it here describes ! 

" But let us not indulge ourselves in vain re- 
grets, but rather listen to the lessons which her 
death is intended to teach. One of the chief 
points seems to me to be embodied in her own 
words : * The time is short ; we have much need 
to be up and doing.' Ah ! have not these words 
a peculiar emphasis, spoken as they were from 
the confines of the other world ? And to think 
that to her Time is no more ; that all her oppor- 
tunities of usefulness on earth are gone for ever ; 
that she will never again visit the poor in the 
village, or teach that Sabbath-school, or listen to 
the preacher's voice in the L. ohurch : for the 
record of her life on earth is closed ; and the place 
which she left two months ago, clothed in all the 
richness of its summer foliage, shall know her no 
more for ever ! 

" Oh ! let us pray earnestly that this sore afflic- 
tion may be deeply sanctified to each of us, for it 
is assuredly the voice of God declaring, in most 
immistakable language, ' Be ye also ready, for 
this is not your rest' 
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" I long much for your next letters, to hear 
how you have been enabled to bear up Under so 
heavy a stroke." . . • 

" 29th October, Bombay. 

" As I have half an hour to spare before dinner, 
I think I may as well begin my talk with you ; 
and according to custom in my epistolary, ab well 
as commercial correspondence. I commence by 
acknowledging the last letter received, from which 
I was pleased to see that you had got back again 
to ' your ain fireside ;' for, * be it e'er so homely, 
there is no place like home.' {Exile loquitur.) 
Your experience in the last few weeks has indeed 
been strange, conversing, as it were, with the 
dying and the dead — brought to G. that you 
might take a fond farewell of dear J., and then 
called away to attend a death -bed scene, and 
have your mind more deeply impressed than ever 
with the truth of that passage in the Psalm : 
* When I walk through the valley of the shadow 
of death, thy rod and staff will comfort me.' . . . 
I find I am continually departing from the doc- 
trines of grace, ever seeking to mingle something 
of my own with Christ's finished work ; striving 
to TiieiHt salvation, if not wholly, at least in part. 
Purves has a sermon exactly suited to my case, 
that I read the other day, showing that peace can 
only be maintained in the way it was first found, 
by looking unto Jesus. Will you make this the 
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burden of your prayers on my behalf, and tell me 
what I must specially pray for for you ? 

" I am sorry to hear that J. B. is again suffer- 
ing from tic. How hard to believe that such 
racking pains as these are sent in love ! At the 
time of suffering, we can scarcely realize it ; but, 
when the pain is gone, are we not able to feel 
some gratitude that it has been sent ? And if this 
is our experience noWy when faith is exchanged 
for sigM how clearly shall we be able to discern 
God's hand in all these dealings with ua during 
our earthly pilgrimage. How does dear J. now 
look back on these things ? Does not the bitterest 
drop in her cup, her father's death, appear one of 
the fondest expressions of her Saviour's love ? 

" 1 am particularly obliged to you for describing 
the scene and circumstances imder which you 
wrote at Bankhead. Our father, immersed in 
accounts, with ejaculations of * Touts ! such a 
chattering !' in his vain attempts tp cast up these 
lengthy columns, is a perfect picture ; and I wish 
you would always give me a little sketch of this 
kind, tliat I may be transported to the scene, and 
read the letter, as it were, by your side. I am a 
very imaginative youth, you know ; thirty years 
old on Tuesday, by the bye," 

On December 1st he writes : — 

" . . . . You will return with a mind solemnized 
in some degree by what you have seen during the 
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summer. I doubt not, dear J/s death will be 
blessed to you. Can you fancy her revisiting this 
world again after what she has seen ? Oh, with what 
zeal would she strive to glorify God ! For some 
time after her death I felt somewhat lifted up, 
but soon fell into the old dull state again, although 
there is again some shaking of the dry bones, and 
more desire to look simply to Christ. I find the 
advantage of carrying Clark's Promises about with 
me, and taking them out occasionally during the 
day." . . . 

"We close this chapter with a few extracts from 
letters written during this year to a dear friend and 
relative — specimens of his earnest, pleading style, 
when seeking to win a soul to Christ, and illus- 
trating his deep longing for the spiritual welfare 
of those dear to him. The first is dated 

"Manchester, February 9, 

"My dear B., — I daresay you think I have 
been very forgetful in not writing to you sooner ; 
but ever since I left home I have been so occupied 
with business during the day, and society in the 
evening, that no time has been left for letter- 
writing. I only arrived here to-day ; and this being 
my first night in my lonely lodging, I am employ- 
ing it in writing to home friends, a class in which 
you occupy a very prominent place. You will 
give me credit for sincerity when I tell you, that 
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although I have not written to you since we 

parted, you have not been forgotten either in my 

thoughts or my prayers. How the pang of parting 

from you, my dear B., would be mitigated, if I 

knew that you had indeed committed your eternal ^ 

interests into the hands of that gracious Saviour, to 

whom you might go at all times for the strength 

and comfort which He alone can give. And why 

should it not be so ? Tou do not feel, perhaps, 

your need of Him ; but plead His own promise : 

* If ye, then, being evil,' eto. ; and if there is 

any truth in God's Word, you will not plead in 

vain. i 

" But I fear to. weary you with my sermons, 
which you will think I gave you enough of when 
I was with you. It would be a great gratification 
to me, however, if you would just write to me as 
you used to speak on the subject, and you may 
rest assured I shall not abuse your confidence." 

** LiYT^TOOLf Tuesday NigJU. 

" My DEAEi^ST B.,— You see I am not very long 
in fulfilling the half promise I made of writing 
to you, if I had time, before leaving the country ; 
but you will scarcely yet expect to hear much in 
the way of news ; and you will readily believe 
also, that if I had such to give you, I have not 
much heart for the task to-night No, no, these 
partings are sad things ; and however lightly we 
may regard them beforehand, when we come to say 
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the farewell word, and fully realize that we have 
taken the last look of this friends we most love 
on earth for years, perhaps .for ever, it is then that 
the heart truly knows its own bitterness, and no 
human friend can relieve us by sympathy. Truly 
my heart has been heavy ; and the bitterest pang 
of all arises ifrom the recollection of so many 
opportunities of doing good to others having been 
allowed to pass unimproved. I have no alterna- 
tive but to cast myself on the unmerited mercy of 
the Saviour, whose ' blood cleanseth from all sin.' 
But why should I be so selfish as to inflict the 
account of my trials upon you ? . . . Oh, most 
gladly would I do all in my power to relieve you, 
my dearest B. ; and if my sympathy and daily 
prayers on your behalf can afford you any comfort, 
you may assure yourself of them. Let me again 
affectionately entreat you to carry your sorrows to 
that gracious Saviour who says to you, in accents 
of unutterable tenderness, ' Come unto me, and 1 
will give you rest.' You are persuaded now that 
He is willing to comfort you ; and, oh, let not any 
doubt as to His ability keep you away ! 

" But I shall not weary either you or myself 
to-night. I hope to write to you on the voyage 
out. You may feel sure that my thoughts will 
often recur to those happy hours I have spent in 
A — Street, which, perhaps, we may both look 
back upon with pleasure, when the present scene, 
with all its trials and separations, has passed 
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away, and we are admitted into the immediate 
presence of the King of kings." 

'*EuxiNB Steamer, off Malta, 
12tfi April 1852. 

" My dear B., — I sent you a parting note from 
London the night before I left ; and although you 
will no doubt have heard of me since .through the 
good folks in No. 4, I think it as well to send you 
a few lines direct, which will form the commence- 
ment of our Indian correspondenca I hope that 
you have kept quite well since I left, and that you 
sometimes think of those subjects we used to talk 
over together. Indeed, I am sure that you do ; 
and I would gladly hope that you continue earnest 
in seeking the 'one thing needful.' Oh, how 
sadly we dishonour God by doubting His Word, 
and refusing to accept the forgiveness which He so 
freely offers ! It is so unlike what we would ex- 
pect from a fellow-creature whom we had wronged, 
that we cannot understand it at first, until we look 
at the character of God as it is revealed in His 
Word (see Exodus xxxiv. 6, 7), or until we behold 
Him in whom dwelt all the fulness of the God- 
head, exhibiting this attribute of mercy while He ' 
dwelt on earth, by receiving sinners and eating 
with them. 

" I long much to see you rejoicing in Him, and 
my prayers daily ascend on your behalf, for I feel 
confident that He who, I trust, has begun a good 
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work in you, will carry it on unto perfection. 
What I affectionately ask of you is, that when 
you are sorely tried, you will go to Jesus in prayer, 
and tell Him all your sorrow. And you will find 
that He has a heart to sympathize with you, and 
a hand to relieve you." ... 

" At Sea, 5th May 1852. 

" My dear B., — I may not have much time to 
write to you after I get to Bombay, so I may as 
well begin a letter now, and add a line before the 
mail leaves. You will easily understand, how- 
ever, that one is not very much disposed for letter- 
writing on board ship ; and, accordingly, make 
due allowance for the want of connexion in my 
ideas. ... I hope that you and M. C. are be- 
coming greater friends than ever, and have many 
talks together on the subject of deepest interest 
to eveiy one of us. You will feel backward at 
first in speaking to her ; buf after a while you 
will get over this, and enjoy real pleasure in Chris- 
tian communion. I do trust that you have ere 
this found ' peace in believing ;' or, if not, that 
you are earnest in seeking it. And, oh ! remem- 
ber that it is not by poring over our own hearts 
that we shall ever obtain peace, but simply by 
' believing the record of God' (see 1 John v. 9, 
10, 11), and 'looking unto Jesus;' and I think 
we have the greatest possible encouragement for 
doing so, when we see the tender compassion He 
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showed to the multitudes when He was on earth : 
' I will not send them away fasting, lest they faint 
by the way/ He knew that these people would 
in a few days afterwards, cry out : * Away with 
Him ; crucify Him, cruQify Him P and yet He 
would not allow them to go away without their 
natural food, although they did not ask for it. 
'And can we think it possible that He will deny 
us these spiritual blessings which He has promised 
to give ? You may say. That all tliis is not for 
you; but remember that it is for 'whosoever' 
will take it ; and you may lay hold, on it with 
more certainty than if you were addressed by 
name in the Bible, for there might be others of 
the same -name as yours, and it might apply to 
them. . . . You know not how tenderly He 
watches over, and sympathizes with you; and 
how the heart of the Good Shepherd rejoices 
with the angels around His throne, that these 
very trials are leading you back to the fold, 
to be welcomed as freely as if you had never 
strayed." 

" Bombay, ^th Sept 1852. 

" My dear B., — ^The mail-day again approaches, 
and I again begin my monthly talk with you. 
Let me thank you for your most welcome letter 
of 1 7th July, which, like every one I have re- 
ceived from you, gave me very great pleasure.' It 
is only natural they should do so, for, as I feel a 
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very deep interest in your welfare, I cannot be 
otherwise than gratified to hear of your steady 
perseverance in seeking the ' one thing needful' 
Fain would I be the honoured instrument in 
God 8 hand, of speaking a word of comfort and 
encouragentent to your souL I hope, then, dear 
B., you will excuse my pressing upon you the 
advice that has been given me, and which I have' 
offered to you before. Short — but oh how com- 
prehensive ! — namely, ' Look unto Jesus/ Turn 
your eyes away from self ; pore not on your own 
frames and feelings ; but fix your eye on the 
glorious object of faith — a crucified Saviour. You 
believe in His power and willingness to save 
sinners ; but you do not feel as if this extended 
to you. Why not ? Is not the call addressed to 
all, to every one that thirsteth; and you know 
you are among that class, for you feel yourself a 
sinner, and you desire an interest in the Saviour ? 
We deprive ourselves of much peace from con- 
founding the doctrines of justification and sancti- 
fication. The first is an act performed at once, 
while the other is a slow progressive work. We 
are justified at once when we believe in Jesus, 
although we are still, and must be till the day of 
our death, sinners. Think of this ; and, oh ! re- 
member that the very fact of our being sinners, 
for whom Jesus died, is our only passport to the 
court of heaven ; for the spirits of the redeemed 
there sing that new and glorious song : ' Thou 
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hast redeemed us with Thy blood, and made us 
kings and priests unto God.' "... 

" Bombay, lOth Oct. 1862. 

" My dear B., — I have been detained longer in 
the dining-room than usual to-night, talking over 
old office-days with E., but have still half-an- 
hour to spare, which I mean to devote to your 
service. I really must thank you for your regu- 
larity in writing to me, for I could scarcely have 
expected that you would write every month ; but 
when you know how much delight your letters 
give me, I feel sure you will be induced to con- 
tinue to send me a letter each mail. Your last 
letter of 17th August, I received with much 
pleasure. At the time of writing, your thoughts 
were naturally led into a sorrowful course, by the 
sudden removal of dear J., — an event which should 
indeed awaken us to the necessity of being ready. 
. . . The history of her life on earth is closed, and 
she has now entered on her reward — a reward, 
however, which is all of grace. But I can fancy 
you saying, when you read this, * That is aU very 
well for her, but there is no such prospect for me. 
She trusted in her Saviour, and found, peace and 
joy in believing; but these feelings are still 
strangers to my breast ; mine are only struggles 
after salvation.' Yes, but you can remember a 
time, not many months ago, perhaps, when you 
knew notliing of these struggles ; when you were 
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content to live as others around you, and saw no 
need of an interest in Christ, which you now so 
eagerly desire. These struggles are evidences of 
the Spirit's work. Happy souls where these first- 
fruits appear ! He has begun a good work, and I 
am confident that He will carry it on. But you 
are still in doubt, and often perhaps in darkness, 
and long much for a sense of pardon. You have 
attained the first step towards conversion- You 
feel yourself a sinner ; you now want to feel that 
your sins are pardoned. How is this to be ob- 
tained ? Simply by 'looking unto Jesus ;' by 
reading the narrative of His life on earth ; by 
dwelling particularly on the closing scenes of that 
life ; by steadily contemplating His death on the 
cross ; looking away from self to Him ; following 
Him to the realms of bliss, where, from amid the 
hallelujahs of the heavenly host. His accents of 
love to the sons of men still break upon the ear : 
* Behold, I stand at the door and knock ; if any 
man hear my voice and open the door, I will 
come in to him, and sup with him, and he 
with me.' 

"I beseech you, my dearest B., with all the 
tenderness of a brother's love, of one who would 
fain see you rejoicing in Jesus, — I beseech you, 
take such a prpmise as this to the throne of grace, 
and plead it there with the earnestness of a 
perishing sinner, whose only hope is in the blood 
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of Christ. Take no denial ; wrestle with God as 
Jacob did; remind Him of His own promise. 
Think of His love in sending His Son to die for 
us; of His tenderness in telling ns that * as a 
father pitieth his children, so He pitieth those that 
fear him.* Dwell on the human nature of Christ ; 
His sympathy for sinners; His being touched 
with a feeling of your infirmities ; think of His 
own trials when on earth, and His forgetfulness 
of self in the midst of all, receiving all who came 
to Him, even anticipating their wants ; and oh ! 
remember that He is * the same yesterday, to~day, 
and for ever.' Go to Him, I entreat you ; and 
although you may have no heart to pray, wait on 
your bended knees, and the Spirit will help you. 
Pour out your sorrows into His sympathizing 
heart ; tell Him you have no faith, but that you 
come to Him for it ; that your soul seems cold 
and dead, but that He can speak the word, and 
you shall live, I am the more smxious to impress 
this upon you, because I know from bitter expe- 
rience the evil effects of keeping away from 
Jesus ; and as it is one of Satan's great artifices, 
while we are in the body, we shall ever be subject 
to this temptation. . . . 

" Do you still hang back in ^oubt and unbelief, 
and have you also a feeling of fear ? Why is it 
so ? Of whom are you afraid ? It is the Judge 
who invites you. He is on His throne of mercy 

Q 
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still, waiting to be gracious. Ah ! has He not 
waited many years for ns, smd do we still linger ? 
Shall we continue to grieve His compassionate 
heart by doubting His love ? Away with such 
unbelief ! close with the offers of His mercy : 
' Him that cometh unto me I will in nowise cast 
out'" 



CHAPTEE XI L— 1863, 

" NOT SLOTHFUL IN BUSINESS : SERVING THE LOED." 

We have still nearly four years of Indian corre- 
spondence remaining from which to select extracts. 
But it may be well, bearing in mind our design 
in our present undertaking, to take a glimpse of 
the character and conduct of the subject of this 
memoir from a strictly business-point of view. 
We cannot cite witnesses better competent to 
form a correct judgment on this matter than his 
partners who dwelt under the same roof with him 
for many years in Bombay. 

One of these, Eobert Eyrie, Esq., writes : — 

*' 21 Pabk Stbeet, Gbosvenob Square. 
" . , . If I felt I could do justice to any sketch 
or reminiscence of my long acquaintance with 
Eobert, I would gladly make the attempt to help 
you a little with the memorial ; but, with you, I 
think the best record of his life is to be derived 
from his letters ; and a compilation of these will 
be full of interest to his friends and acquaint- 
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ances, as well as to many who knew him only by 
report. 

" It is at Bombay, perhaps, that he was most 
generally known. It was there at all events that 
what you may well dwell upon as the great lesson 
of his life (that a man may be diligent in business 
while serving the Lord) was worked but. 

" You ask me if I considered Eobert a good 
man of -business. Not only did I consider him 
a good man of business, but it is certain that he 
really was so. His application to business under 
all circumstances, and the labour he took upon 
himself was more than his health at times would 
justify ; and this capacity for work, combined with 
his sound judgment and great temper and patience 
in dealing with those about him, and with the 
little annoyances that are incidental to the daily 
working of business in India,, made him invalu- 
able to those whose interests, bound up with his 
own, were left to his care. 

" His wish to retire would have been a great 
disappointment to his partners, had not the state 
of his health rendered it impossible for him to 
remain with them. Instead, however, of accept- 
ing his resignation at once, as it was tendered by 
him, and as had been usual with them, they, by 
special agreement among themselves, made his 
retirement only partial, leaving it open to him 
to rejoin them if he wished, and if his health per- 
mitted, any time within two years from the date 
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of his resignation. This faot is perhaps the 
strongest testimony you could have of the value 
set upon him as a partner by the other members 
of the firm." . . . 

We quote also a few sentences of a lettet from 
James Hunter, Esq. : — 

•* CboNOOB, JVbt>. 30, 1862. 

"... I do not think that, as a. man of business, 
your brother was surpassed by any one in Bombay, 
in clear-headedness, diligence, and industry. He 
always did his work welL And as to a partner, 
one could not have had a more' upright, honour- 
able, or agreeable man to work with. He and I 
always got on most pleasantly together. As to 
his Christian walk, he was certainly most con- 
sistent, and a bright example. I never saw any 
littleness, or self-display or selfishness about him. 
He was a happy and cheerful Christian, notwith- 
standing that he sometimes laboured under bodily 
depression, and an extreme nervous shyness; I 
know no one for whose memory and example I 
have a more sincere respect and regard." ... 

We now transcribe portions of Eobert's corre- 
spondence, written, as in former years, during frag^ 
ments of .time snatched from his busy life, and 
with a rapidly flowing pen :— 

" Bombay, 25th January 1853. 

" My dearest . . . , — You know the prejudices 
of caste are strong here. Well, we lately turned 
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off the office tiflBn boy, owing to the large quantity 
of isoda water unaccounted for (but doubtless stolen 
and sold), and not intending to get any other in 
his place, we requested one of the Sepoys (chaps 
that go messages) to bring the tiffin up to the office 
and put it on the table ; but nothing would prevail 
on them to do this. To carry a basket which con- 
tained beef or mutton was the essence of pollu- 
tion ; and they would rather lose their place than 
become defiled. So the coachman, a man of a 
lower caste, has to do this degrading office ; and 
the other day, when he was away, Messrs. Hunter, 
Brown, and Eyrie, had to put the tiffin on the 
table themselves, showing that the prejudices of 
caste are not strong enough with them to overcome 
the love of tiffin. 

" We had a nice party on Monday evening. I 
had some interesting talk with Mylne, chiefly 
about prayer. He says, ' If I am a child of God, 
I have a right to take every finger ache (the small- 
est thing) to Him;' and spoke of the importance 
of doing everything with a reference to the will of 
God ; also of realizing our adoption, and need, at 
the same time, of constantly applying the blood 
of Christ to the conscience. On these two last 
points I am sadly backward, but particularly the 
latter ; consequently, I am often burdened with a 
sense of sin, which should not be, if all the guilt 
has actually been washed away. By constantly 
looking unto Jesus, however, I hope to attain this; 
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for I am sure we have declarations enough in the 
Bible to prove that God wants us to have a full 
sense of forgiveness, and to feel assured that all 
our sins are completely put away. It is a great 
thing to practise faith on the simple words of God, 
because there is a day not far oS, dear, when we 
shall probably lose all our evidences entering the 
dark valley ; and if we can only then fold up in 
our bosom some promise that we have lived upon, 
and proved in our journey through the wilderness, 
we shall be able to cling with a firmer grasp to the 
rod and stafif of the promises when we are about 
to cross the swelling of Jordan, I can easily fancy 
dear Evans, who was so nervous on his deathbed, 
that he could not bear the sound of any one's 
voice, having his bed-curtains hung round with 
Scripture texts, so that whichever way he turned, 
he might be reminded that his heavenly Father 
had not forgotten him " . . . 

Among the many friends he so easily attached 
to himself through life, none held a higher place 
in his estimation than the devoted missionary 
referred to in the following letter. As he still lives 
and labours in Bombay, we forbear to indulge in 
well-merited eulogium, simply remarking that Mr. 
Bowen is an American missionary who has literally 
given up all for Christ. His labours among the 
heathen are abundant, and they are emphatically 
labours of love^ unrequited and unacknowledged 
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by any earthly society, since lie prefers to give 
his services without fee or reward, living upon a 
few rupees a month, and thereby removing one 
argument from the mouth of the heathen, who 
are slow to allow the disinterestedness of their 
religious teachers. Eobert owed much, as he 
frequently acknowledged, to the high standard 
and deep spiritual views of this Christian brother, 
whose appreciation of his charaqter^ on the other 
hand, was also very high. In a letter received 
since his death, Mr. Bowen writes, " I have known 
many good men in Bombay, but none like him :»- 

V* Bombay, 22d Febrmry ISdd. 

**...! shall begin by telling you that we had 
Bowen dining with us last night, and I only wish 
some reporter had been behind the scene, to take 
a note of his ' droppings,' for I feel sure they were 
far more precious than the worthy Mr. W.'s. Let 
me try and recall oi\e or two of his remarks, as 
they float on the surface of my memory. . . , 

"I think I have before told you of Bowen's 
advice in studying Scripture, — to take a verse or 
two at a time, and ponder them, returning to the 
expressions again and again, when they are driven 
out of the mind. And in regard to the sufferings 
of our Lord, B. remarked that the account of them 
is wonderfully detailed — every little particular 
dwelt upon. He instanced the verse, ' And they 
took him and scourged him,' as affording abundant 
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food for meditation, — the glory of the person thus 
roughly seized, then the ignominy and disgrace of 
the punishment, and the suffering of it. Let us 
try this plan, dear, and give up the old one of 
reading a chapter or so in the mornings. We 
shall get moiefoodf I am sure, by taking a verse 
and carrying it about with us during the day. 
Another remark of Bowen's was that the thing 
that gives dignity to one's existence, is the know- 
ledge that so great and glorious a being as God is 
interested in xxs, and to such a marvelloui^ e^^tent 
that He never leaves us for a moment, but gives 
us every breath that we draw, keeping us as thd 
apple of His eye. What unbelief ever to doubt 
His love, when He has given such assurances of 
it ! and given us, besides, the greatest pledge 
Omnipotence could offe!t that He loves us better 
than we do ourselves. 

" Oh ! I wish you had been with us last night. 
You would have bees elevated when listening to 
Bowen discoursing on these wondrous themes, — a 
meek, lowly, despised man ; but oh, how happy ! 
living in that miserable hut in the Bazaar, holding 
converse with his God. Hunter is greatly ena- 
moured of him, the more so because he is very 
musical Last night, before going away, he played 
an accompEmiment on the piano to Hunter's vio- 
loncello^ ' Weep not for Sorrow.' You need not 
be surprised if you hear of both of us taking up 
our quarters with Bowen in the Bazaar at Ils.lO 
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a month ! I wonder what would say ; we 

must try and see more of the dear man, for his 
society is most improving, and I know not when 
I have relished an evening so much. Still, we 
must watch against creo^i^re-worship, and bear in 
mind that Bowen, and C, and M., and K, are only 
reflectors, in a most imperfect degree, of the glory 
of Christ. They are but candles : He is the sun. 
Let us seek more acquaintance with Him, and in 
close and intimate communion, make known all 
our requests by prayer and thanksgiving. What 
encouragement have we to do so ! He says to us, 
■ The companions hearken to thy voice ; cause me 
to hear it;' and again, 'Let me hear thy voice, 
for sweet is thy voice* Wondrous words ! but the 
Song abounds with such, and I am only now be- 
ginning to find it out Let us drink deep into the 
spirit of this love-song, and ever listen to the 
Bridegroom's voice, opening the interview, * Eise 
up, my love, my fair , one, and come away ;' 
' These things have I spoken unto you, that your 
joy may he full ;' and again, * Hitherto have ye 
asked nothing in my name ; ask, and ye shall 
receive, that your joy may be full' 

" Poor C. H.'s case is a very sad one. It is 
part of the ' tribulation' she must pass through, 
for it must be bitter experience indeed to see 
those she loves hurrying to destruction. Here, 
though, she can surely realize the sympathy of 
Jesua Piuy give her my veiy kind love, and ask 
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her to study Eom. viii. 32. She will now get 
some new light on that passage. We have all 
some cross to bear some trial to suffer. Mine is 
an evil heart, which has been making some fearful 
discoveries lately of its depravity. . . . 

" You have chosen a good motto to commence 
the year with, and one that used to be a good 
deal before my mind. Now, I look more to the 
words of Jesus Himself: ' Let me hear thy voice ; 
for sweet is thy voice.' * Eat, friends, drink 
abundantly, beloved.' As M*Cheyne says, ' We 
can't put greater dishonour on the master of a 
feast, when a grand banquet is spread before us, 
than being content with a few crumbs under the 
table; yet is not this the way we treat the Sa- 
viour ? Oh ! how much we lose by not asking. 
Let us take God at His word more than we have 
hitherto done.' 

" I must now be looking out for something to 
read to the Parelle people to-morrow morning. 
I am thankful to say I have been somewhat 
stirred up of late, and have had some real delight 
in prayer and study of the Bible, particularly the 
Song of Solomon. I would fain sit under the 
shadow of Christ, and find His fruit sweet to my 
taste, having the banner of love spread over me, 
and drinking out of His fulness. I seem never to 
have drunk yet. True, I have come ; but He says, 
* If any man thirst, let him come unto me and 
drink' Oh ! let us obey the invitation, and enter 
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into very close fellowship with Jesus. He invites 
us, assuring us that * we are in the clefts of the 
rock.' We should not be much troubled with 
doubts, if we were on such terms as these with 
the Judge." 

Astronomy became at this time a favourite 
study, and was converted into a golden ladder to 
raise his soul from the contemplation of Nature's 
wonders to Nature's God. As he studied, new 
and enlarged views of the Creator's power and 
goodness arose in his mind, and filled his heart 
with joy and gratitude, viewing all as he did 
through the medium of redemption, and as the 
workmanship of ImmanueL 

** Bombay, 22^ March 1853. 

" My dearest . . . , — I doubt not that a smile 
passed over your placid visage when you learned 
from my last letter that I had decided on studying 
astronomy. On the following day a book was 
procured, and the study has since been pursued 
with much interest. The work I have commenced 
is Dick's Solar System, — a book suited to the 
capacity of one who is ignorant of the first prin- 
ciples of the science. I earnestly recommend you 
to get a copy also, for you will find it most in- 
teresting. We shall be the better able to under- 
stand those passages in the Word that describe 
God as ' hanging the earth upon nothing,' and all 
nations in His sight being * as the small dust of 
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the balance/— figures that we ore apt to consider 
as hjrperbolical until we are able to realize this 
truth. I desire ever to keep in mind that Christ 
has ereated all these worlds ; for without Him was 
not anything made that was made. How it exalts 
the privilege of prayer when we think of the 
great and glorious Being we are invited to com- 
mune with ! We can make no mistake in comings 
to Him at all times. The fountain of living wa- 
ters never can become dry. Patriarchs, prophets, 
and apostles have all quenched their thirst there. 
* Out of His fulness/ says John, * have all we 
received, and grace for grace.* Don't let us be 
content with small things, 'but desire earnestly 
the best gifts ; launch (Uke Henry Martyn) into 
eternity, and even * sit down in heavenly places 
in Christ Jesus.' 

" We had Bowen with us again last night ; but 
he was unwell, and did not come out quite so 
much as usual On^fact though I gathered from 
him, which is, that a piece of earth has been found 
in Berlin (part of a peculiar kind of soil, I sup- 
pose), in one inch of which, it was ascertained, there 
were forty millions of insects ! Just take that in, 
my dear, and the time that would be occupied in 
counting these, and say is not this as great a 
proof of God's wisdom and power as those stars 
that light up the firmament of heaven ? Yes ; the 
telescope and miscroscope both discover to us the 
wonderful works of God ; and we may well say 
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with the Psalmist, ' Who by searching can find 
Him out V Tliese are but ' a part of His ways/ 
There is something very encouraging though, I 
think, in looking at these minuticB of His works ; 
for if these creatures of an hour are the objects of 
His care, is it likel^^ that His own immortal beings, 
for whom the sun daily shines, and for whose 
comfort and enjoyment all inanimate nature was 
created, will be forgotten by Him ? And if we go 
from creation to redemption, how infinitely more 
valuable does the soul appear when Deity came 
down to die for it ? But I must now say good -night, 
as I am going to the hospital The other night I 
met a man there who showed some interest in 
religion, but generally I have cause to say, ' Who 
hath believed our report V I hope to take you 
up again before the mail leaves." . . . 

« 23d AprU 1863. 

"... There was some little interest shown by 
one or two of the men at the hospital on the 
Saturday ; and I do believe that one reason why 
there is not more is, that I do not pray over the 
matter sufficiently. It is no easy matter when a 
man's head has been choked full of business all day, 
to lay it aside for spiritual duties, like speaking 
to others ; but ' My grace is sufficient for you.' 

" H. and I were at Dr. Stevenson's the other 
night, getting a lesson in astronomy, and a peep 
at the moon through a fine glass that he has. We 
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were ra:ther late of going, and received a check on 
entering, the worthy man remarking, that it was 
never too late to see the stars ! We had a toler- 
ably good view of the moon, which was rather 
more than half full, and some good remarks from 
the Doctor afterwards on the subject of light, 
which is a great difficulty with H. He asks, How 
is it that at night we do not see the sun's light 
shining in the atmosphere above ? — of course, the 
earth obscures part of it ; but then it is but a small 
part that is covered by the earth's shadow. Why 
don't we see the light beyond ? The answer is, 
that you are not conscious of light at all, unless it 
strikes some object, and the rays are reflected 
back to your eye, which seems plain enough ; but 
H. is not quite clear about it yet ; and you would 
have laughed if you had seen the Doctor the other 
night telling H. to go out in the garden, while he 
held the lamp behind him at the door, and then 
asking him if he saw its light The illustration 
would have been more satisfactory if there had 
not been brilliant moonlight at the tima 

" We carried off some celestial maps to assist 
us in our studies." ... 

With regard to this subject he writes again on 
" May 20th ... I am glad to say that Dr. Steven- 
son has agreed to lend us that famous telescope, 
from which we expect great enjoyment ; md on 
my way home to-night I intend to call in the 
shigram, and carry the thing off bodily. It is a 
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veiy powerful reflector, 300 or 400 times, I believe; 
80 you need not be surprised if we come upon some 
new stars in our survey of the heavens ; for the 
* Brown star/ or * Himter's planet/ would sound 
very well Jupiter is veiy grand just now, with 
his moons, and is also in a very favourable state 
for being seen to advantage." 

" 2l$t — The focus was at length found last 
night after about two hours' search ; and we did 
get a view both of the moon, and Jupiter and his 
satellites. I expected they would have been larger ; 
but they are just like stars around a small-sized 
moon. On the fixed stars the glass makes little 
impression. It is Still 'Twinkle, twinkle, little 
star,' and we may add, * how I wonder what you 
are ? Are these worlds inhabited ; and, if so, have 
they rebelled, like us, against their Creator ? We 
fkncy not. They may have witnessed our rebel- 
lion, and the infinite sacrifice made by Him who 
saved us, for we know that God's chief purpose 
all along has been self-manifestation, and without 
this display of love. His character would never 
have been known in this or other worlds. 

" Did I teU you that a city mission has been 
commenced here on a very small scale? It is 
under the secretaryship of your humble servant, 
and it is to be hoped it wiU prosper. As a begin- 
ning, we have employed R. for Rs.30 a month, 
just to go about and visit those who are not in the 
habit of attending public worship; but by and 
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bye we hope to get another man for the harbour, to 
visit the ships and give tracts to the sailora" . • . 

His next letter speaks encouragingly of the 
infant mission, then just struggling into life :— 

" The city mission seems to get on very well ; 
and R has had much encouragement at the hos- 
pital, where the men listen to him attentively, as 
they seem to do also to dear Bowen ; but this is 
scarcely the field for a city, missionary, who should 
rather rout out those who have no opportunities 
of hearing the Gospel, which the men at the hos- 
pital have. We are to have a meeting of the 
Committee at Murray Mitchell's to-morrow morn- 
ing, when the secretary should have a set of rules 
prepared for the mission, which, however, are not 
forthcoming. I don't know what to write, and 
must trust to some of the members suggesting 
something. I hope the worthy Dr. S. will be 
there. ' I '11 tell you what it is, Mr. Mitchell, I 
would not bother with any rules just now, tmtil 
the thing is fairly set agoing ; and, in the mean- 
time, Mr. Brown, you had better resume your seat, 
and hold your tongue.' Carried unanimously. Is 
it not satisfactory to see the Free and Established 
ministers co-operating in a good work like this ? 

" We had a sad occurrence yesterday (Sunday) 
afternoon, in our compound or lawn. The boys 
were coming across to H.'3 school, when one of 
them got bitten by a cobra. We gave him brandy 

R 
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and ean-de-luce, and kept him in motion as much 
as possible ; but the poison had abready entered 
the system, and he died a few hours afterwards. 
The other dav there were five snakes found a few 
yards from my bedroom window, enough to make 
one shudder. The poor boy was the only son of 
his mother, and she is a widow, like the woman 
of Nain, You may imagine her feelings on re- 
turning home last night to find her son in the 
agonies of death. She lives just on the other side 
of the road. 1 went over to see her this morning ; 
there was much lamentation in her hut, and no 
wonder, for it is a very distressing case. Another 
melancholy case is the death of that poor man 
in hospital, whom, I think, I mentioned to you in 
my last. He was so low for some days before he 
died, that it was a burden to him almost to listen 
to any one ; and as to his state of mind, I know 
not what to say. I have to write to his mother 
this mail, to break the sad news to her, and send 
her some money that he left with me. . . . 

" I have been trying for the last three or four 
weeks to walk with God, by lifting up my heart 
in prayer, as each hour strikes. And in my 
efforts at communion, I have indeed been led to 
feel at what a lamentable distance I walk from 
the source of aU good ; and the need 'of trusting, 
not to any frames and feelings, which are worth- 
less, but to the simple promise spoken by Him 
who cannot lie." 
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Many busy merchants sympathize with him in 
the sense of annoyance and worry wrought in the 
mind, by unlooked-for and unwelcome interrup- 
tions during business-hours. The grace of God 
enabled Eobert to receive this "eartlily care" as 
" heavenly disciplina" 

" October" 2Qth, — I have a few minutes before 
going to bed, which I devote to you, dear. Bather 
busy have I been for the mail to-day, but I got 
through better than usual, being less comatose — I 
mean, that the mind operated with less difficulty 
than usual What annoys one so much is, when 
you go into the office with the resolve to write 
letters, to be constantly interrupted, and thus the 
day is flittered away. Yet, are not all these in- 
terruptions God's appointment, and part of our 
discipline in the school of Christ ? We must all 
have trials in some shape or another. One man 
is tried with poverty, another with bodily pain, 
a third with mental depression, a fourth with 
those little crosses I have referred to ; but each 
of these lessons is the one best suited for the 
scholar, that is to say, it crosses his will most ; if 
it did not, where would be the discipline ? It is 
because we do not realize this world as a school 
that we are continually being cast down. We 
should like holiday time here ; but none of God's 
people get it, for this is not their portion or their 
rest. Now, I have a kind of feeling that when I 
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get up to the hills, I shall have less of the cross ; 
but it will probably prove a delusion, because I 
cany myself with me ; and if there be no cross, 
no discipline there, it will be lost time in the 
light of eternity. . . . The great thing, I think, 
is, to be always cheerful : ' Eejoice in the Lord 
alway ;' and, at the same time, to unite with that 
a sober, serious deportment If we really believed 
God's word, we could not fail to be serious ; and 
that seriousness would stir up our gay friends to 
inquire ; particularly if it were combined with a 
word spoken in season, with a heart overflowing 
with love. Whereas, if we laugh and joke with 
them, and imbibe (insensibly) their spirit, it is no 
wonder if they remain in their state of carnal 
security, and turn round to us with the inquiry, 
'What do ye more than others?' We may be 
regular and devout in closet duties ; but the world 
sees nothing of these, and judges of our state, and 
of religion, by the spirit we exhibit in their com- 
pany.'' 

In the course of this autumn, Eobert made an 
excursion to Mahabaleshwar, from which both soul 
and body derived strengthening and refreshment. 
In the good providence of God, he was brought 
into contact with one far advanced in the Divine 
life, a living epistle of Jesus Christ, whose high 
and holy converse imparted somewhat of an 
Emmaus character to their walks and rides. 
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" Mahabaleshwab, November 18, 1853. 

"... I proceed now to introduce you to Mr. 
M. You ask me who he is : he was formerly in 
the army, but retired from conscientious scruples 
some sixteen or eighteen years ago, when he also 
gave up, his major's pension for the same reason. 
This will give you some insight into the character 
of the man. Well, he remained at home after his 
retirement fourteen years or more — during which 
time, I believe, his chief occupation was the study 
of the Bible; and you wiU readily believe from 
this, that he is 'mighty in the Scriptures.' He 
is also a man possessed of very superior natural 
abilities, and is now engaged in compiling a dic- 
tionary in the native language for Government — 
a most laborious and engrossing employment, as 
you may fancy ; but to a mind like his, enjoying 
such communion with God, any occupation is 
dignified and ennobled, being engaged in with a 
desire to promote His glory. I went to call on 
Mr. M. soon after coming up ; and alluded to the 
difficulty of having a prayer-meeting here this 
season, as no clergyman would take part in it 
He said it was a great mistake people made, 
fancying that a clergyman was necessary at such 
meetings ; and that it was one great reason why 
they got so little profit by attending them, be- 
cause they looked so much to the minister, and 
so little to God. Every Christian is a living 
man ; and each should feel his individual respon- 



2C2 MEMORIALS OF ROBERT BROWN. 

sibility in coming to make the meeting profitable, 
otherwise the Spirit is grieved, and they them- 
selves go away unfed. In regard to prayer, he 
says, there are fonr conditions of it : — First, 
petition; second, waiting; third, watching; and, 
finirth, working; because God may have some 
work for us to do before He grants us our 
request 

" I was complaining of the difficulty I found 
in bringing eternity before me, or living as if I 
realized that I was just about to enter on an 
endless existenca Mr. M. says, we should not 
perplex ourselves too much about this. The 
great thing is, to walk with God. Laying hold 
of His strength, we shall be able to live above 
the world, though, at the same time, we must 
discharge our present duties with all diligence." 

A few thoughts from this year's diary will 
serve to conclude the chapter : — 

*' Sunday, 20th March 1853. — Another happy 
day ; prayer over the first chapter of John, and 
especially, that I may have a deep impression of 
eternal realities. All fulness dwells in Jesus, and 
out of that St. John received; therefore I can 
make no mistake in drawing from the same 
fountain. Captain Campbell and M'Carty have 
left us this week ; and, I trust, our intercourse 
(particularly with the latter) has been sanctified. 
Fervent prayer for Mrs. R to-day." 

** Sunday, 3d April. — Have been trying more 
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this week to bring business matters before God ; 
such as selling spelter, diflBculty what to do 
with cotton orders, and shipping linseed ; buying 
jesamum, and arranging for tonnage; whether to 
draw bills or not ; and the answers I have had (in 
two cases at least) encourage me to persevere in 
this plan ; — according to the scriptural warrant, 
* In all thy ways acknowledge God ;' and, * In 
everything, by prayer and supplication, with 
thanksgiving, make your requests known unto 
God/ Enabled to do something this week for 
God, in the way of speaking to the C.s ; a line to 
S. on poor Watkin's death. Prayer over this to- 
day, that these repeated warnings, Mrs. T. G.'s 
death, Mrs. W.'s, and now the Doctor's, may not 
be lost upon me. Prayer for the poor widow and 
Mrs. E. Oh that she especially might Ksten to 
God*s warning voice !" 

'* ^uTiday, lOth April — ^Tried again this week 
the plan of bringing business matters before God ; 
heard in regard to letting the ' Gladiator.' Hope 
I shall be so also in regard to cargo for Hamburg; 
ship from, Calcutta for jesamum; drawing bills, 
etc. Interesting case in hospital, apprentice from 
the 'Hibernica,' who really seems 'interested in 
religion. God grant that the impression may 
prove lasting." 

" Sttnday, 22d May, — ^A very happy day. Was 
enabled in some measure to realize a sense of 
pardon — or of God's willingness to pardon — from 
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Psalm Ixxxvi 17, in connexion with Numbers 
xiv. 18. Prayer for right views of God's char- 
acter; and over John viii. 1-11; also for p9or 
M. L, in whom I feel much interested. Many- 
mercies to record this week (though at one time 
my spirit was somewhat 'overwhelmed within 
me*) ; among them are, answers in regard to 
dispute about * cochineal,' and tin plates for 
' Gladiator,' in both of which my expectations 
have been exceeded." 

"26th June 1853. — More peace to-day, and a 
sweet view of Jesus on the throne of heaven — 
even amid the hallelujahs of angels — never for- 
getting those for whom He died, because they are 
engraven on the palms of His hands. Prayer to- 
day for sense of sonship; right views of God's 
character, and of the nearness of eternity to each 
one of us." 

" September 27, — Busy day for the mail, and 
wonderfully helped with my letters." 

"October 17. — Much temptation to-day, and 
initated more than once ; looking away from 
Jesus ; tried also by the fear of man, which, of 
course, proved gr6undless." 

" IStk — More peace to-day, but still not walk- 
ing iij the liberty of a child of God, who stands 
in the righteousness of InmianueL Much helped 
at the hospital to-night in giving Eyle's tracts, 
and talking to some of the men. Some thoughts 
of eternity afterwards." 
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" November 7, Mahdbaleshwar, — Much exercised 
to-day ; and God seemingly hiding His face. 
Still looking to Jesns, and pleading His promises, 
and striving to get near the cross. I am sure 
true peace is to be found there, when Jesus says 
to the soul, ' I am thy salvation/ " 

*' 1 7ih. — More time over the Bible and in prayer 
to-day, Isaiah xl. The burden of my prayers 
now is chiefly, that I may find God the source of 
my joy ; that in all circumstances I may be able 
to rejoice in Jesus, because He has all power to 
make me happy always. It is most important, 
therefore, that I should seek to have communion 
with Him in every duty. Eode to Elphinstone 
Point : grand view. 

" December 6th. — A happy season of communion. 
My heart was drawn out in some measure on be- 
half of F. and B. ; this resulted from dining out 
last night. May I never mingle with the world, 
save as a redeemed child of God, and (marvellous 
privilege !) a fellow- worker with Him." 



CHAPTER XIII.— 1854. 

CHBISTIAN EXPEBimiCE. 

The last two or three years of his residence in 
Bombay were characterized by the same steady 
attention to business, and unflagging diHgence in 
running the Christian race. As senior foreign 
partner in the flourishing mercantile house with 
which he was connected, he proved himself 
thoroughly worthy of the high trust reposed in 
him by those at home, and neglected no means 
within his power of advancing their interests. 
While at the same time the key to his state of 
mind and feeling with regard to these matters 
may be found in expressions he uses in a letter 
to his father at this time : — " Many thanks for 
your congratulations on the result of our last 
year's businesa We must seek more grace to 
be kept from being too much engrossed with 
these things, for prosperity is always danger- 
ous. The grand truth, which I would wish to 
keep in mind is, that I am the property of God ; 
'not my own. but bought with a price,' which 
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would act as a wonderful safeguard in all cir- 
cumstances. 

*' I think I have sometimes something of the 
apostle's experience when he said, * I count all 
things but loss for the excellency of the know- 
ledge of Christ/ " 

The following passage occurs in another letter 
to his father, dated October 1854 : — 

"... I rather envy you those large gatherings 
of friends at the Braa Perhaps my time may 
come some day. In the meantime, I am contented 
and happy here, my health excellent, my home 
comfortable, my business prospering; so that I 
may truly say, my cup overflows. But I strive 
not to fasten my affections on anything here, but 
look forward to that glorious day when long-sepa- 
rated friends will meet, and, free from sin, sorrow, 
and temptation, spend an eternity of bliss with 
their Saviour." 

No doubt he sometimes missed the sunshine, as 
one may discover from such an allusion as the 
following, where he is speaking of a Christian 

friend : " seems in a perpetual sunshine, 

which I can hardly understand in this wilderness 
world." Much of the depression under which he 
occasionally laboured proceeded from physical 
causes, as well as from the finely strung and 
peculiarly sensitive temperament which he pos- 
sessed. Some of the expressions he uses in his 
journal and letters, must be attributed to the 
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self-depreciating habit of his mind, which fre- 
quently led him to write bitter things against 
himself. Above all, his convictions of sin were 
intense, and when he looked at the great Model 
which formed his standard of Christian excellence, 
and set his own attainments and character side 
by side with it, what wonder that he felt utter 
abasement of spirit at his shortcomings and 
failures ? Had he followed more persistently the 
motto that was so precious to his soul, of " look- 
ing unto Jesus," at all seasons, and under all 
circumstances, this sense of deficiency and un- 
faithfulness would have been lost in the blessed 
consciousness of righteousness and acceptance in 
the Beloved. But one thing may be said, he ever 
struggled after this, never resting satisfied without 
the assurance of the Saviour's smile, and never 
losing sight of his own personal interest in His 
finished work. 

And so calm and equable was his outward de- 
meanour — the stream of his Christian life seemed- 
to flow so peacefully — that friends and acquaint- 
ances knew nothing of the inward conflict, and 
only admired the light that shone so vividly be- 
fore their eyes. One of them happening to visit 
Scotland about this time, a Christian lady in the 
course of conversation spoke to him of Eobert, in 
whom she felt interested for his father's sake. 
Having both of them attended the same church, 
on the following Sunday afternoon, and heard a 
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sermon on the words (Eom. i 8), " Called to be 
saints** setting forth in graphic language the 
character of those to whom so high a title pro- 
perly belongs, Captain M. said to his friend as 
they met at the door after service, "You asked 
me the other day to tell you something of Brown's 
life and character. You have heard them faith- 
fully portrayed in that sermon — he is just like 
that" 

Such testimonies might be multiplied a hun- 
dredfold, not only from those who moved in his 
own sphere, and came in daily contact with him 
in business, but from the natives themselves. No 
better judges than they of a man's Christianity. 
His servant remarked one day to a Christian 
nurse, " My master very good man, before he go 
to office in the morning, he praying; he. come 
back from office, he upon his knees again. Often 
in the day he pray to his God." 

All this time the increase of business respon- 
sibility and duty was not suffered to interfere with 
his work at the hospital and in other directions. 
We find him writing on 

" 2l8t January 1864. 

" I don't often meet with much encouragement 
at the hospital, but last night I came across a 
sailor who was just on his way out, and whom I 
drew into conversation by offering him Eyle's tract, 
Only one way. He listened attentively for some 
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time, and at last was affected, even to tears. I 
would hope this was the Spirits work. I went 
back expecting to meet him to-night, but he was 
not thera But why is it that we distribute so 
many tracts, and pay so many visits to sick people, 
and yet they remain utterly unimpressed ? There 
must be something wrong here, and I cannot help 
thinking the great defect is a want oi faith on our 
part. We don't go forward as ambassadors for 
Christ, beseeching men, in His stead, to be recon- 
ciled to God. We don't realize our union with 
the Saviour in this great work of bringing in the 
lost sheep to His fold ; if we indeed felt that we 
were engaged in His work, we should go forward 
in full assurance that blessing would attend our 
labours. 

*'I like much your descriptions of Mr. M.'s 
sermons; his views of Divine truth seem deep 
and experimental I wish I had heard that one 
on Luke xxiv., though I daresay that on Daniel 
would have been more improving, whose character 
is a very wonderful one. I wish I could bear such 
a one, that worldly people might say, if they like, 
' Oh, he is a saint, a psalm-singer, a new light, 
and so forth : but we can find no other fault in 
him ; he is not a fool in business, and in all the 
relations of life there 's nothing to lay hold on. 
"We shall find no occasion against this man, 
except we find it against him concerning the law 
of his God." ' Ah ! who is suflBicient for this ? 
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Every day I seem to make fresh discoveries of my 
vileness, and am continually crying out in spirit, 
if not in words, ' wretched man ! who shall de- 
liver me V and then to think that one must yet 
see more of the heU within, that the grace of Jesus 
may be the more nlagnified ! For my comfort, I 
must try to take your advice, and look more to 
His righteousness /t?r us, viewing Him as a com- 
plete surety. 

" But I must away to bed, for I should be up at 
six. This has been a week of hard lessons, but 
to-morrow (Sabbath) doubtless I shall be able to 
say, ' Eetum unto thy rest, my soul, for the 
Lord hath dealt bountifully with thee.' " 

'* 22(1 February 1854. 

'' . . . At the hospital last week there was a sad 
case of a man who died, I fear, quite unprepared. 
Indeed, he was raving when I saw him, just half 
an hour before his death, and I did not even speak 
to him. It seemed so hopeless. There is a boy 
there, however, who lay in the next cot to him, 
who seemed somewhat impressed by the solemn 
scene ; for the next night, when I went to speak 
to him, he wept muck I hope this arose not from 
nature alone, but that ffrace had a share in it. I 
go almost every night to see him, and feel much 
yearning of soul over the youth. He is only six- 
teen, with such a nice frank manner that I took 
a fancy to him the first night we met. I would 
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fain hope the Spirit of God is dealing with him. 
Oh that it might be so ! Let me enlist your 
prayers on his behalf His name is Bentley, 
and he is connected with the Indian Navy, and 
now in hospital, having had his finger torn off by 
some machinery a short time since. There is 
another who seems in a very hopeful state ; and 
as his outward man fails, his inward man seems 
to be renewed day by day. His is just a case 
where simple looking is much needed, for he has 
little 'Strength ; and some of Grod's words whis- 
pered in his ear, such as, ' He knoweth our frame, 
he remembereth that we are dust/ seem to afford 
him much comfort." 

" Bombay, 23i April 1854. 

"My dearest . . . , — ^Albeit the mail is not 
in yet, and I am consequently letterless, I take 
advantage of a spare half-hour this Saturday after- 
noon to commence my epistle to you. To-morrow 
is the Doctor's last Sunday. We had a meeting 
the other day to consider the best way of showing 
our esteem for the worthy man, and it was re- 
solved to found a scholarship in the General 
Assembl/s institution bearing his name. I had 
a motion to second on the occasion, and you can 
fancy my nervousness on getting up and hearing 
the sound of my own voice ; and the gloomy fore- 
bodings which overhung my path for twenty-four 
hours previously. I think I must send you a 
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report of the meeting, although there was not 
much eloquence on the occasion. Dr. S. will be a 
great loss, not only to the congregation, but to the 
island. He is a man of a truly catholic spirit, 
and these are rare. 

" I am sorry to say too, that we are going to 
lose the Rs, our next door neighbours, who leave 
also by the next steamer, chiefly on account of hsr 
health. I do not think I can part with one in 
whom I have all along felt so deep an interest, 
without great regret. I have been stirred up to 
pray more for her than any one else, perhaps, out 
of the circle of my own relatives ; and this is to 
me a proof that God must have some gracious 
designs. She has had many trials, the last, part- 
ing with one of her boys ; but it needed another 
stroke, and now she is obliged to go home herself. 
I had a very kind note from her the other day, 
returning two of Eyle's tracts, and expressing a 
" hope that ' my many kindnesses in sending her 
such valuable writings would not be altogether 
lost' upon her. 

" Before taking up your letter, I have one or 
two things to tell you. The first is unpleasant 
news, inasmuch as it concerns me personally, and 
closely. On Sunday night, my bedroom was 
entered by a thief or thieves, who did feloniously, 
I might say burglariously (for they gained ad- 
mittance by knocking a hole in my bath-room 
door), walk off with the contents of my wardrobe 

s 
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including some excellent coats, one of them quite 
new, and sundry other articles of various hues 
and colours, the admiration of all beholders. 
They were bold men, these thieves ; for only fancy, 
they actually took a pair of scissors from my 
dressing-room table, and cut a hole in my mos- 
quito curtains, just to see if I was quite sound, 
before they walked off bodily with the booty. It 
is an annoying thing, though the pecuniary loss 
is not more, I suppose, than £40 or £60 ; but it 
shakes one's confidence when men knock holes in 
a door to gain admittance. Of course, none of 
the stolen property has been found ; but as we 
strongly suspect the servants know something 
about it, we purpose making a cleaii sweep of the 
establishment. So much for that ! 

"April 27th, — The Dr. gave us his parting ad- 
dress on Sunday morning, and an excellent sermon 
it was ; indeed I felt quite overcome ; and albeit 
unused to the melting mood, the tears did steal 
down my cheek. No wonder, when I think that 
my first religious impressions were confirmed, if not 
received, under his ministry; and many a time 
since, have I been comforted by the, free gospel 
which he has preached. Some of his best sermons 
have been on : 'To -day if you will hear His voice,' 
and * It is good for me that I have been afliicted ;' 
a most striking appeal after his son's dangerous 
illness. I feel that I shall miss his preaching mucL 

" Last night we took a parting dinner with the 
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E.8. I should like to have had a season of prayer 
before going ; but there was not time, so I could 
only look up for God's blessing and presence. 
You may fancy I was well pleased on entering, to 
find Mr. Nesbit there, one of the Free Church 
missionaries, who lives very much above. Poor 
Mrs. R is very weak, and reclined on her couch 
while we were at dinner. As I did not get near 
her, I was a&aid I should have to come away 
without having any talk with her. But she most 
considerately rose, and took a chair by my side ; 
when we had a very nice chat together. She 
spoke with much feeling, and when I alluded to 
her many trials, could not refrain from tears. She 
felt satisfied, she said, that there was no happiness 
but in religion ; and I could not keep from saying 
how often I had been stirred up to pray for her, and 
that these prayers were now being answered in 
the trials she had lately had. Her understanding 
is convinced, I think she believes with the head ; 
but has not, I fear, received the Saviour into her 
heart. Still, I believe He will knock till He gains 
admittance, for surely He would not have stirred 
me up to pray for her as He has done, if He did 
not mean to bring her to Himself I can scarcely 
tell you how much I long after her soul, and this 
little interview with her seems quite to have 
softened me the last two days. She said she 
wished to hear from me when at home ; and I 
think I shaUnot be slow in availing myself of t&e 
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privilege of writing. . . . And now, my- deaij I 
must say good-night. I will say, in conclusion, 
that what we must strive after most is, to realize 
the presence of Jesus in out daily walk, and to be 
able to 'set Him continually at our right hand, 
so that we may never be moved.' With much 
love to all," etc. 

" Breach C-iNDv, I9th May 1864. 

" I have just escaped from the dining-room — 
where Eyrie and a friend of his in the Engineers 
(arrived to-day) have been blowing a cloud — ^to the 
upper regions here — to Mr. Candy's old room, that 
I may have a short talk with you. That glass of 
iced water has a little revived me ; but still it is 
very hot, and my ideas are likely to be even 
more vague than usuaL 

"... Certainly, it does appear to me that we 
lead miserahle lives, compared with what we ought 
to do. How does the matter stand ? Am I a be- 
liever in Christ ? have I come to Him ? and do 
•I trust in Him alone for salvation ? If I do, then 
at every moment of my life, there is the love of 
an infinite God beaming upon my soul Do we 
realize this ? No ; we may occasionally have 
glimpses of God's love ; but I fear our walk is too 
much one of doubt and unbelief, and we say in 
our hearts, if not with our lips : ' My God hath 
forsaken me, and my God hath forgotten me.' 
There is scarcely anything in which I find my- 
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self 60 deficient as in anticipating the inheritance 
reserved for ns. What is the remedy for this ? 
Just the same as for all other spiritual maladies, 
' looking unto Jesus ;' and this, I think, includes 
studying or considering Him in His various rela- 
tions, as Intercessor, High-Priest, Saviour, all 
inalL" 

" 20th, 9 A.M. — ^While R is completing his toilet, 
I have time to add a few lines. Up early this 
morning — 5.20, and working at the mail letters ; 
slightly comatose, it.is true, and several dead halts 
were of cpurse come to. Still it is needful to do 
something here at home, for the endless interrup- 
tions in the oflBce with callers, and one thing and 
another, prevent me from making any headway in 
letter- writing. My temper is often tried in this 
way. I start in the morning with the intention 
of getting through a certain amount of work, and 
find in the afternoon that I have been quite foiled ; 
but it is good discipline, for we ought always to 
make our plans in subservience to God's, and it is 
by His permission and appointment that these 
things happen. This is admirably brought out in 
EartKly Care, and we would do well to make that 
little book our daily study, as C. H. used to do. 

" Last night (Sunday) I went to the Free Church, 
where we had an excellent sermon from Mr. Nesbit 
He dwelt a good deal on pleading with God his 
own promises in prayer : ' Open thy mouth wide, 
and I will fill it j' * Kemember this word unto 
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thy servant, upon which thou hast caused me to 
hope/ If we do so we shall be able to say, * Thou 
hast heard thy servant according to thy word/ I 
was trying yesterday to pray over Ephesians iv., 
which does indeed treat of high things, the privi- 
leges of the believer; but, alas! when one goes 
into the world again on the Monday, how soon 
these things are forgotten ! But it will not always 
be so ; when faith is exchanged for sight, we shall 
be satisfied. 

" Many longings of soul have I had over , 

and even while I write my eyes moisten. I have 
been so much stirred up lately to pray for her ; her 
case forcing itself on me, as it were, or rather, I 
should say, is pressed on me by the Holy Spirit. 
I hope to write to her by the bi-monthly, as she 
seems willing to receive my letters, . . . 

" No letter yet from Mrs. E., but she must have 
had enough to do witti her sick child. You would 
hear that she lost one on her way homa I am 
persuaded my prayers in her case will be answered. 
The Spirit has not been working with me for the 
last two years on her behalf for nothing. "When 
God intends to grant a blessing. He stirs up His 
people to pray for it ; and when He means to 
withhold it. He shuts them up from prayer. See 
Moses : ' Let me alone.' "... 

In perusing the pages of his diary, one thought 
has often recurred : the remarkable perseverance 
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with which he brought the same names, time after 
time, before the throne of grace. The subjects 
of these earnest petitions little knew the fervour 
with which their cause was pleaded before God. 
After meeting him at a dinner-paity, or business 
engagement, they might have experienced a thrill 
of amazement and holy emotion, could they have 
overheard the importunate intercession with which 
their names were being uttered before the mercy- 
seat. Very wide is the circle embraced by his 
Christian love ; few seem to have come into con- 
tact with him without reaping this highest kind 
of benefit at his hands. 

"Bombay, October 1854, 7.15 p.m. 

". . .1 resume, for a little before dinner, having 

driven out from oflBce with the s, who kindly 

called for me. And that new cane-hodied carriage 
being a sociable, there's plenty of room for three 
or four. It's Hunter's property though ; so spare 
that reproof that was rising to your lips ! At 
family worship this morning, I tried to launch 

into eternity, so as, if possible, to arrest the s 

and all of us, with the solemnities of the judg- 
ment-day, but I could scarcely get through, my 
voice faltered so much ; the subject was so un- 
speakably solemn, that I felt quite overcoma Oh! 
if we believe the Bible, which declares that the 
unconverted are condemned already, or, in other 
words, that they are now hurrying away to lie 
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down in everlasting burnings, is it possible that 
we can be too earnest in pleading with God for 
them ? No wonder that men live on in sin when 
Christians treat the truths of God as if they were 

fables. Let us awake, dear , from this state 

of lethargy, and by meditation on those parts of 
the Word that open up to us the realities of 
heaven and hell; and l^ constant prayer, seek to 
get our minds deeply impressed by things unseen. 
I have been occupying my mind a good deal lately 
with these subjects, and think we are warranted 
in expecting deep, realizing views of eternity in 
answer to prayer, for it is said, ' The Spirit 
searcheth all things, even the deep things of God ;' 
and again, ' He will show you things to coma' 
But there's the apnouncement for dinner, so I 
must away. 

" Tell me what you think of what I have written 
above, and if it be not the secret of powerful 
preaching, as well as holy living, to have the mind 
deeply impressed with a sense of the importance 
of eternity, only to be obtained by constant medi- 
tation and prayer. I certainly have been much 
more stirred up of late, and had great enlargement 
in prayer, sometimes feeling as if I were what every 
believer should be, * a well of living water ' (John 
vii 38). I must be on my guard against spiritual 
pride, which is very apt to overtake one in such 
a frame as this. " It was just after Paul had been 
carried up to the third heavens that he had a thorn 
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in the flesh. We know little of our own hearts 
yet, or of the wiles of the Wicked One, so we have 
great need to watch and be sober. 

" The enclosed note from Mr. Nesbit I received 
the other day in answer to an inquiry I made, 
* Why Christians in the present day meet with so 
little persecution?' My mind had been led to 
the subject from a little experience of trial I had 
had the day before, in which I was wonderfully 
brought through ; and I can't helpr feeling thank- 
ful to God that I have been placed in such cir- 
cumstances, for it has been tlie means of bringing 
me to think of the subject ; of getting this note, 
accompanied by a wonderful sermon from Mr. 
Nesbit on * Forsake all ;' of having a nice exposi- 
tion firom him at breakfast on Monday, and, I 
hope, a nice walk with him on the Vellard next 
week. All this, you see, in consequence of the 
little trial endured for the Saviour. But I must 
away. Excuse both matter and manner of writ- 
ing. I was doubtful whether I would take up my 
pen at all, being wearied to-night." , . . 

In August he made a short excursion into the 
interior, proceeding as far as Aurungabad, and 
visiting the famed caves of Ellora. This proved 
to be his last holiday, and his last absence from 
Bombay. Circumstances prevented his leaving 
his post during the next two years, and then he 
quitted India for good. 
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" Seroob, August 1854. 

" My dearest . . ., — ^You would learn from 
my letter to my father, by this mail, that I had 
made out my trip to the Deccan, and was then 
sojourning in the hospitable house of Major Candy 
at Poona. Nice, kind people they are, the lady 
overflowing with consideration for aU one's little 
wants. 

" I left them on Monday morning for this place 
in a vehicle bearing the classical name of a nibs 
— an affair something like a baker's cart on two 
wheels drawn by one horse. The first animal, 
after having gone about a quarter of a mile, mani- 
fested a very strong geological turn of mind, and, 
without any previous notice, his head was seen 
resting on the road making a close inspection, of 
the stones. We had to get out of course. After 
a little struggling he was again harnessed, and 
the driver having assured us that the beast was 



in the habit of embracing his mother earth, we 
proceeded on our journey without any further in- 
terruption. On the road between this and Poona 
there is little worthy of note. The country of the 
Deccan is generally very flat, but every now and 
then you pass some old Mahratta village, with its 
lofty minarets, majestic though in ruins, present- 
ing a pleasing contrast to the generally monotonous 
character of the scenery. I got here about seven 
(having been about eight .hours doing the forty 
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miles), and met with a veiy kind reception from 
M. and his wife, who have got a delightful house 
and garden, and a family of four children. The 
climate is delightful, very much resembling the 
English summer. The verandah is lined with nice 
plants and shrubs, sending forth such pleasant 
odours, and the birds are singing so merrily, and 
the sun is shining so brightly, that altogether one 
could not wish for greater external enjoyment 
Three of the bairns are just now standing at my 
open door ; and one of them, without any previous 
provocation on my part, except a hint that his 
papa was in the next room, has just raised a series 
of most unearthly yells, which I have been obliged 
to submit to quietly, for his parents teU me the 
young gentleman has a peculiar temper of his 
own. If I had attempted to remonstrate, the yeUs 
might have been protracted for an indefinite pe- 
riod. I am not sorry that the trio have taken 
themselves off, though voices are heard in the 
distance. ... I rather like the seclusion of this 
place, the only people in the place besides natives 
being three or four officers of the Irregular Horse. 
Such a contrast to Poona or Bombay, where the 
chariots and prancing steeds roll along. I mean 
that the chariots roll, not the steeds, although 
ours did yesterday morning.** 

** Ahmednuggur, 1th August — . . • Having 
got so far on my journey, I think it would be a 
pity not to go on to Aurungabad, to see the far- 
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famed caves of EUora. After due cogitation, I 
have resolved to start to-morrow (d.v.) in a 
palanquin, which is the safest mode of travelling 
at this season, for were one to go in a bullock - 
cart, there would be a risk of being stuck in the 
mud for some days if the • rains came down, and 
seven pairs of bullocks would be required to get 
one out again. This difficulty will, I trust, be 
obviated by taking a palanquin, although it will 
not be pleasant to have my long legs cramped up 
in one of these coffins for twenty hours or more, 
the distance being seventy miles/' . . . 

" AuRUNGABAD, lO^A. — I got here safely yester- 
day morning before breakfast, Tiaving been only 
about twenty hours on the road, which is very 
fair work at this season when the giound is heavy 
in some parts. I am the guest of Dr. Bradley, 
who offered to give me quarters when I met him 
at Poona last month. A most kind and hospit- 
able host he is, full of information, a literary arid 
scientific character, the best man I could have 
to escort me to the caves; for he knows them 
thoroughly, and has written on them. The so- 
ciety here is not large, and there are at present 
only four ladies in the place, on whom we called 
yesterday, as that seems to be the custom for 
strangers. . . . This morning we went to see one 
of the great sights of the place, the tomb of 
Aurungzebe's wife, a most beautiftd building of 
marble, in exact imitation of the Taj at Delhi, 
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only on a smaller scale. It is situated in an 
immense garden, and raised on a kind of plateau, 
at each comer of which there is a lofty minaret, 
one of which we ascended ; but the great beauty 
of the tomb, which I suppose is about sixty feet 
high, is the exquisite carving of the doors and 
railings. I only wish I could sketch, that I might 
give you an exact representation of this wonderful 
structure ; but as I can't, I won't weary myself 
and you with a lengthy description. To-mon*QW 
we propose going out to see the EUora caves, about 
fourteen miles off, and when I get back I must 
attempt some account of them, but will pause for 
to-day, for you will easily believe I am not much 
in the humour for writing up here." 

" lith, — ^Well, I have seen the far-famed caves 
of EUora ; and I will say that they far surpass 
my highest expectations. They are about four- 
teen miles from this ; and the road lies through 
a very pretty part of the country. Everything 
looks fresh and green after the raia We started 
soon after 5 A.M., on horseback; and got up to 
the Q^omb, which is now converted into a bimga- 
low, in time for breakfast. After that we sallied 
down to the hill, to have a look at the caves, the 
first we came to being the Kylas Cave. Words 
fail me in attempting to describe this magnificent 
structure. Conceive an excavation into the rock 
of 400 feet; and in this area a.pagoda 100 feet 
high, of a sugar-loaf form, surrounded by five 
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chapels, the whole covered with sculptures, within 
and without, wonderfully elaborate, while the 
pillars and columns are most beautifully carved. 
Even in the present day, this alone would be con- 
sidered a wonderful work of art ; but when we 
remember that there are about two dozen caves, 
large and small, that they were constructed 900 
years ago, and cut out of the solid rock, one is 
lost in admiration, and almost inclined to doubt 
so stupendous a fact Fancy St John's Chapel 
at the end of Princes Street, cut out of the Castle 
rock; and when you have realized that pheno- 
menon, you will be able to form some idea of the 
Ellora Caves. They far surpass any work of art 
I have ever seen ; and I have wandered in the 
mazes of the Milan Cathedral, and the Church of 
St Mark's at Venice. 

" We had rather a hot walk up and down to 
these caves; and were not a little thankful to 
find ourselves in our tomb again, beside a good 
dinner; for Dr. Bradley had made ample pro- 
vision for the trip. He described the caves 
thoroughly, telling me what all the gigantic 
figures (some fourteen feet) are intended to re- 
present ; but, of course, I took in little of all this. 
We slept in the Tomb, and started early next 
morning on our return, taking a different route 
from the one we came. The scenery in some 
parts is beautiful," etc. . . . 
. " I leave for Nuggur to-morrow morning ; and 
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notwithstanding the kindness I have met with, 
and the various attractions of the place, I shall 
not be sorry to leave it. My visit, somehow, has 
not been a happy one. I have been in heaviness 
through manifold temptations, and my faith has 
been much tried — a good part of the 69th Psalm 
being applicable to me. I strive, however, to 
look continually to Jesus, and as He is full of 
grace, as well as truth, my prayer will be heard 
and answered, although not perhaps in the way I 
expect. That text, applied by the Spirit, affords 
a world of consolation. ' The servant is not 
above his Master, nor the disciple above his 
Lord.' How reasonable !" . . . 

" Bombay, 2Sth August. — ^You see I did not 
fulfil my intention of writing from Poona, being 
averse to the use of the pen up there, and here I 
am once again, most thankful to find myself 
back by the ' sad sea- waves ' after my travels up 
country. H. and R were glad to see me, I think ; 
and the very dogs gave me a hearty welcome, so 
that I only wanted my mail letters to make my 
happiness complete ; and sure enough, these were 
at once put into my hand — a goodly budget. . . . 
I like always your quotations from Mr M., which 
convey precious truth; and I would make his 
prayer mine daily : ' That I may so know Christ, 
and so use Him, that He may be " all in all" to 
me.' I can say in all sincerity that I have learned 
something of His riches while I have been away. 
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and something of self also — a painful lesson, but 
profitabla The truth particularly brought before 
my mind of late, has been the intercession of 
Christ. Knowing that in Him dwells all fulness, 
I had been looking to Him, my soul following 
hard after Him. But it was not till my return to 
Poona last week that I saw my mistake in over- 
looking* His relation to me as my Intercessor 
with the Father ; that the Father is the source of 
all love and grace ; and that it pleased Him that 
in Jesus all fulness should dwell . . . 

" Now, dear, I was hard at work at half-past 
six this morning ; and it is now half-past ten p.M. 
I have given you quantity, if not quality, this 
mail.— Believe me," etc. etc. 

" B&EACH Candy, Nov. 26, 1854. 

"... . — I may tell you that I have been 
taking the said book (Miss Newton on the Song 
of Solomon) into the oflSce lately; and feasting 
upon it in the intervals of business. We must 
try and get up to those heavenly places, where 
the author must have sat, and where she now sits 
for ever. It is strange that you should allude to 
this in your letter, speaking of that text : ' Be ye 
followers,' etc. ; because I have lately been trying 
a little to people the future state with those bright 
spirits that we know have gone before — ^Abraham, 
Moses, Job, Daniel, David, Paul, John, or, in later 
times, Wilberforce, M*Cheyne, Hewitson, Bicker- 
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steth, the author of ' Solomon's Song/ dear G. J., 
and a host of othera Now, we belong to the same 
family as all these; and the only difference is, 
that we are on the battle-field, and they are 
crowned. Who ever got to heaven without suffer- 
ing? All the crowned heads there have borne 
the cross. The King of Sainte bore the heaviest 
of all, for there was 'no sorrow like unto His 
sorrow/ Oh ! let us, dear , strive, by medita- 
tion and prayer, to realize our true position, as 
members of the same family with those around 
the throne, who have, every one of them, come 
through much tribulation. 

"I am glad you liked my letter from the 
Deccan ; truly, I was passing through deep waters 
then, and not all the sights in the imiverse 
could have soothed my desolate heart; for my 
soul was following hard after Him in whom 
dweUeth all fulness of joy. There was a more 
decided turning of the face Zionwards, during 
that time, I think; and hence all the powers 
of hell were arrayed against ma It was a 
season of deep trial; but afterward, I hope, it 
worked the fruit of righteousness. On my return 
to Poena, when listening to a sermon on ' The 
Lord is my portion, saith my soul/ the light shone 
again. These are hard trials; but oh! if they 
only bring us nearer to Christ, let us not com- 
plain. Latterly, my temptations have been quite 
of a different kind — ^great enlargement in prayer, 

T 
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much emotion, launching into eternity; thus I 
was becoming pufifed up with spiritual pride, till 
within the last few days, when the hell within 
was again opened up to my view, and in some 
degree checked my vaunting spirit. The thoughts 
are the things we must watch over — 'casting 
down imagination^' and bringing into captivity 
every thought to the obedience of Christ. This 
is very high, but what we must aspire to, if we 
would get near the Saviour." 

In the spring of this year, 1854, he increased 
the annual sum sent home for charities to £200. 
In the following note, written in June, he thus 
aUudes to his project of maintaining an additional 
city missionary in Edinburgh : — 

** Bombay, June 28<7i, 9^ p.m. 

" My dear . . . , — I write you an extra line to 
thank you for your welcome letter of 17th May, 
and to tell you that the same mail brought me 
one from Mr. Trench, expressing the gratification 
the Directors of the City Mission felt on hearing 
that I intended supporting an agent. He pro- 
mises to write again with full particulars, when 
my agent is at work. Meantime, should you 
happen to see Mr. Trench, will you thank him for 
his letter; and when the promised particulars 
arrive, I may do myself the pleasure of respond- 
ing. I trust good may follow from all this. As 
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to the remainder of the money sent from Liverpool, 
I must just leave you to do as you think best with 
it. You know there are many schemes in want of 
support — soup-kitchens, perhaps, houses of refuge, 
etc., etc. ; but you cannot do better than ask for 
guidance in this little matter. * Of Thine own do 
we give Thee ; how wilt Thou have it employed V 
Dr. Veitch's school seems an excellent scheme, 
and you can give either £10 or £15, as you think 
best," . . • 

DIARY — 1854. 

"Sunday, 29th Jamuiry,'--A week of much 
trial — ^greatly pressed in business, and sorely tried 
in office. Even to-day, could not altogether 
shake off business thoughts; wearied both in 
mind and body. Still, enabled to pray with some 
earnestness for deep views of eternity, that I may 
not thus walk in a vain show, and look at time as 
if it were eternity, transposing the true order of 
things. Poor Captain Morris's death, and Mr. 
Cook's sermon this morning, seem calls to consider 
this subject. Prayer answered this week about 
tonnage for seed." 

"Sunday, I9th Fehniary, — ^This week has been 
marked by that sad death in the hospital, in the 
conductor's ward, and the deep impression made 
by it on that dear boy who lies in the next cot. 
Oh that his tears may indeed flow again, as he 
contemplates how much he has sinned against 
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his Saviour I Blessed Jesus, make him one of the 
jewels in Thy crown! Another call to-day to 
prepare for eternity in the sudden removal of Mrs. 
Jameson. How unlocked for! We were asked 
to dine there last Thursday, and to-day she lies a 
corpse." 

'' Swnday, 12th March. — I do think that this 
week I have been somewhat more free, acting 
more from leva Enabled to write to B., H., and 
to speak to C. Altogether a week of mercies, 
specially getting the Janet Wilson and Qi^eenstovm 
away yesterday. Some joy over Hosea xi. and 
2d Ephesians this morning. Wonderful that God 
should betroth me imto Him for ever, and that 
He should quicken me when dead in sin." 

" Sunday, IQth April, — I desire to record Gk)d's 
special goodness to me yesterday in letting the 
Typhoon, which caused me a good deal of anxiety 
in the early part of the day ; but, as often hap- 
pens, my fears were disappointed, and my expec- 
tations exceeded — ^getting room in the ship for lin- 
seed, and in Maria Gray also. Oh that I might 
learn from this in all my ways to acknowledge 
God, trusting that He will direct my path. Psalm 
cxxxviii was very sweet to me to-day, and Hosea 
xiv. ; also part of John vi J. (of 4th Eegiment) 
out here to-day ; had some serious talk with him." 

" April 30th, — A week of many mercies, espe- 
cially having some nice talk with Mrs. on 

Monday night. My soul has been much drawn 
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out after her this week, and it would seem as if 
my frequent prayers for her were now being 
answered. Blessed Jesus, do Thou bring her to 
Thyself!" 

" May 28^A. — Special mercies yesterday in get- 
ting away the Result and Typhoon. Although I 
went away heavy in the morning, returned at 
night rejoicing. ' Bless the Lord, my soul, and 
forget not all his benefits.' Eemember especially 
what success I have had all along with the Result, 
from the day of her arrival. Lord, do Thou 
give her a speedy voyage, and manifest ThyseK to 
many souls on board !" 

"June Uh — Many mercies again this week, 
especially on Wednesday, when pressed with 
China and English mails. Brought back in the 
evening rejoicing. Prayer to-day, especially to 
Jesus, as He who came not to bruise the broken 
reed, but to bind up the broken-hearted. Sweet 
view of Him saying those words, ' If any man 
thirst,' etc. ; standing and crying ; and then again, 
standing and crying from heaven, * Behold, I 
stand at the door and knock.' I need not be 
surprised, for the people wondered at the gracious 
words that flowed from his lips, and even the 
officers could not take Him." 

" 30^A July, — This has been a week of many 
temptations, and many struggles to get near to 
Jesus. One of my great mistakes seems to be 
looking at the workings of faith instead of the 
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Object of it. Had some comforting views of Jesus 
too, as having inexhaustible treasures, unsearch- 
able riches, and all for nje." 

" 1st October, — ^Very many mercies again this 
week, but a most solemn warning in poor Wm. 
Fleming's death. Oh that it may be blest to me 
and all, especially his brother. Enabled to do 
something for Grod this week — tracts to Captain 

R, books for Mrs. ; stirred up to more 

earnestness in God's cause. Began the Parelle 
meeting again this morning ; much moved on the 
way there by the thought that the time is short." 

" 20th Oct — Stayed at home to-day. Dewallee.^ 
Prayer, especially over Heb. xi. 26, 26, against the 
fear of man, having been tried yesterday by M'E., 
but wonderfully carried through, and enabled to 
rejoice. Blessed Jesus, strengthen me, that I may 
bear reproach, if need be, for Thee, as Thou didst 
for me. Multiplied mercies again this week, espe- 
cially yesterday, when all things prospered. Abbott 
dined here last night, and accompanies us on the 
pic-nic to-day." 

" Oct. 22d, — Sermon from Mr. Cook this morn- 
ing, on Titus ii 13, on the Lord's coming; mind 
again exercised on this subject. Jesus has all 
power; oh, may He then lift my heart to that 
glorious event !" 

" 29th October, — Sermon again this morning on 
the second advent, as the great motive to Christian 

^ A Hindu festival and holiday. 
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living. Much interested, aflfected even to tears. 
'Knowing the terrors of the Lord, we persuade 
men/ Praying over the subject to-day. Do Thou, 
blessed Jesus, open my eyes to the realities of 
■ heaven and hell, and the awful danger of the un- 
converted, that I may be stirred up to seek their 
salvation !" . 

" bth Novemher, — Much struck this week by the 
severe hurricane that visited the island on Thurs- 
day morning — a manifest judgment of God. Got 
Bowen to write a tract on it, which I am distri- 
buting. Led to-day to consider the subject of 
God's judgments ; prayed over Jer. v., and wept a 
good deal while praying for a blessing on the 
tract. Oh that many may be aiTested by it ! Let 
^me consider how much will be expected from me 
in-the way of example, from having taken upon 
myself to distribute this tract. Lord, give me 
grace to waik as one of Thy children, blameless 
and harmless, realizing the high dignity to which 
Thou callest me as one of Thy witnesses." 

" Nov. 1 9^A. — Another week of mercies — enabled 
to do something for God. Mind a good deal 
occupied with heavenly things, no doubt in answer 
to last Sunday's prayer. Much struck last night 
on going to the hospital to hear of the death of 
the two men in the long ward who lay side by 
side. What a warning to all ! Lord, may some 
profit bv it, and may I myself, by being more 
diligent,^ seeiug the time is so short. Interesting 
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case in hospital of a backslider. Praying to-day 
over part of Eev. v. — ^the song of the redeemed 
around the throne. Much stirred up in prayer 
this morning with H. and B. Gave Mrs. B. * Wil- 
berforce' and ' James/ which she took very kindly. 
They leave to-morrow." 

"Dec, 10th. — Communion Sabbath, rendered 
memorable by R, F., and S. coming to the Lord's 
table. Oh, blessed Jesus ! do Thou give them 
and me grace to keep our vows. C. was ex- 
cellent to-day — one or two of his texts struck me 
particularly : ' Fear not, I am with thee ;' * I am 
crucified with Christ ;' ' To him that overcometh.' 

" Prayer during the week on an important sub- 
ject. I believe to-day that my request will be 
granted. This time next week, if I am spared, I^ 
shall be able to form some opinion. In any case, 
let me rest on Eom. viii. 32." 

*' 31 st December, — Multiplied mercies again this 
week, especially in business ; getting on with the 
Wellington, and tonnage for seed. Many fears 
disappointed. Oh, my Saviour ! what time I am 
afraid, let me trust in Thee. Very happy last 
night and this morning; but happiness marred by 
harbouring sinful tempers during dinner." 



CHAPTEE XIV.— 1855-56. 

LETTEES. 

The subjoined extracts are selected from letters 
written between the beginning of the year 1855 
and the autumn of 1856, when Eobert left India 
for good. For more than a year after the date 
of the last entry from his journal, everything 
prospered with him ; no trace of disease or symp- 
tom of weakness gave warning of the long period 
of wastiiig sickness that lay beyond, and his 
Christian life developed in force and fervour. His 
application to business during the greater part 
of this time was increasingly assiduous, and his 
oflice labours were augmented by the absence 
in England of his junior partner. For two years 
he never left Bombay for a single day; and, 
imperceptibly but surely, the enervating influ- 
ence of climate, combined with close attention to 
business, told on his constitution. In letters writ- 
ten in 1856, he aUudes to his need of change; 
biit in after years, when speaking of his illness, 
he never once Eissigned any predisposing cause. 
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characteristically looking above and beyond all 
second causes, and receiving it simply and directly 
from the hand of God. His " schemes" were in 
no case neglected, although the leisure and strength 
to attend to them were hard to find ; the Parelle 
meeting continued from week to week; a class in 
the school was taught Sunday after Sunday. The 
Pensioners' Home and the Orphanage were regu- 
larly visited ; the same deep and lively interest 
was maintained in all the religious and charitable 
societies to the end. Having put his hand to the 
plough, there was no looking back. With the 
quiet, earnest strength of living faith, and the 
unflagging perseverance, inspired by personal love 
to a personal Eedeemer, he moved steadily for- 
ward, abounding more and more in the work of 
the Lord. 

From his letters and diary we learn that he 
went frequently into general society at this time ; 
and from the short notices connected with the 
names of friends, especially in the journal, we 
discover to what good account he strove to turn 
his intimacies and friendships. 

" Bombay, 23rf January 1 865. 

" My dearest . . . , — Having been somewhat 
comatose aU day, and the hour of five having now 
arrived, I must try and cheer myself by beginning 
a letter to you in reply to your last, which reached 
me on Sunday. . . . These are very interesting 
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extracts you give me from Mr. — 's sermons, and 
the illustration he gives showing how possible 
it is to love an unseen Saviour is very good 

Still, , it is poor love to what we shall feel 

when we see Him face to face. Here we have 
only glimpses. We can't stand hekolding Uke these 
people' at the Cross, nor keep our eyes fastened on 
Him like those in the Synagogue ; but when we 
behold His glory hereafter, seeing Him as He is, 
what will our emotions be ? I sometimes long for 
that time, for I find it a wilderness world, the 
conflict is so incessant. No sooner do my eyes 
open on the morning light than the struggle be- 
gins, to terminate only when the trials of the day 
are over, and I lay me down to rest. All this, 
though painful to the flesh, is good, for it has the 
effect of weaning me from the world, and I think 
also of keeping me nearer to Jesus. There is one 
cure, I know, in all times of depression, and that 
is a realizing view of Christ as the Man of Sorrows 
during His life on earth — a tempted, suffering, 
sorrowful Man. 'If we kept Him before the mind 
we should be ashamed to complain; we should 
say ' Amen' to His own words, * The servant is 
not above his Master,' — a fact which we every 
day and every hour practically deny. 

" That concluding part of IstEphesians should 
be our daily prayer ; but it is not prayer only, but 
meditation on things unseen, which must be used. 
I sometimes think there 's much imbelief in this 
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constant praying. We should leave our petitions 
with God in the morning, and go forth to our 
duties, looking out for an answer, watching there- 
unto with all perseverance, and realizing His 
presence during the day. it is a childlike con- 
fidence in God that I would recommend. 

"Mail Eve, 10 p.m. — ^Yes ! our friends are leaving 
us one by one.- The M.s sailed on the 16th in 
the Hurricane, and they are to call on you when 
they get home. Then Bum Murdoch has also left 
us, and is just about to sail for the Crimea with 
his regiment — the 10th Hussars. He has to-day 
presented us all with such nice books as parting- 
gifts — me with Friends in CbwnaZ and Companions 
of my Solitude, Mrs. H. with a splendid copy of 
Cowper, H. with Milton, and E. with Kirke White ; 
so our drawing-room table looks quite gay. It is 
pleasant to think that all our friends, as they 
leave, express themselves grateful, and say what 
I believe is true, that they have spent a happy 
time with us. Not that / have contributed much 
to this, but the Millers and Murray Mitchells, 
and Colvin and Hunters, aU get on so well toge- 
ther. C. says they are two of the happiest months 
he ever sp^nt. He was coming out at breakfast 
this morning with sundry nice little speeches, but 
I told him we could not have these disjointed 
sentences, and that he must get up on his legs 
and address the meeting." 
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*' Bombay, 1856. 

" My DEAEEST . . . , — The Hunters are out at 
Mrs. Leith's prayer-meeting to-night, and as R 
has betaken himself to the sofa, I make my escape 
from the dining-room that I may have half an 
hour's chat with you before going to bed. And I 
begin by thanking you for your most welcome 
letter of 16th February, which reached me two 
days ago along with one from B. and L. These 
shall be responded to in due course, if they are 
not consigned to that pigeon-hole in the office, 
where so many of my private letters find their 
way now-a-days. . . . When I see from your last 
that your thoughts so often tend in this direction, 
and that you seek to realize your Indian brother 
going his daily round, I must continue to keep 
you informed of his proceedings. He generaUy 
rises about six or half-past six, sometimes later, 
dresses in a hurried manner, rushes forth for a 
ride, the order having been previously given— 
* Ghora tayar karo' (get the steed ready) ; a good 
hard trot up Malabar Hill, ecstatic view there of 
Backbay and the boats at anchor, and the rippling 
waves glittering in the morning sunbeams ; a turn 
of the road is made, and down we come on the 
other side of the hill, the Breach-side, where Miss 
Pope and Professor Harkness, and Mr. Cook and 
sundry others reside. The road here winds along 
by the sea, which ahnost laves it when the tide 
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is up. Here we trot on for a mile or so, when 
the road again turns up, and, after a fine canter, 
the prancing steed deposits his rider at Prospect 
Lodge. Then a large breakfast-cup of tea is eagerly- 
imbibed, accompanied by a wedge or two of dry- 
bread, succeeded by- another cup, the graceful 
Ganymede Dadjee, with sparkling turban, ever 
anticipating his master's wishes. Then there is 
reading, generally- the Bible and prayer, for I find 
this usually brings me near the breakfast hour 
without giving time for other reading. We always 
have prayers before breakfast. We just read part 
of a chapter, make remarks on it, and then H. 
takes the prayer. Then we breakfast, and imme- 
diately thereafter drive into office, where we bide 
till half-past five or six, and then come home to 
dinner about half -past seven. Afterwards, if we 
are alone, have conversation or music, and sepa- 
rate about ten. So much for the day, which I 
daresay you are as much tired of as I am some- 
times, so I shall now pass on to your letter. . . . 

" Often of late have I been wearied with the 
conflict and longing for home. I do, indeed, find 
this a wilderness-world, and the constant inward 
cross weighs me down ; but it is through much 
tribulation that we must enter the kingdom. The 
great thing is, to live hour by hour upon Him, for 
if we did this, we should really enjoy a sort of 
heaven on earth, having constant communion with 
God in our most common duties. I find I am 
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always prone to look for this chiefly in prayer, 
leaving God, as it Were, in the closet, instead of 
walking with Him throughout the duties of the 
day. It's all unbelief, for has He not said, ' I will 
never leave thee, nor forsake thee V It seems to 
me that one of the greatest means of growth is 
meditation, not praying so much, for there is 
often much legality, ay, and unbelief in that ; but 
looking, trying the objective; taking such a text 
as * Christ ' is all in all,' and keeping it before 
the mind ; and when you have realized something 
of His glorious character, then lift up your heart 
to Him in prayer. Tell me what you think of 
this, because I believe it is the truth; and al- 
though I don't mean to say we should neglect 
prayer, I still say there is often much unbelief 
in this constant ask, asking; and legalism, too, 
which there is not in looking. Do you see my 
drift?" . . . 

The next letter contains a few details concern- 
ing the short illness and sudden death of the Eev. 
Mr. Nesbit, Free Church Missionary in Bombay, 
one whose praise was in aU the churches, for the 
singular devotedness and holy consistency of his 
life and labours. Eobert esteemed this fiiend very 
highly ; and often mentions him in his correspon- 
dence, frequently using the expression in con- 
nexion with Mr. Nesbit's spiritual attainments, 
which we have already quoted : " Mr. Nesbit lives 
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very much above." The esteem and affection were 
reciprocal Shortly before the death of this emi- 
nent servant of Christ, his wife wrote to a friend 
in Scotland : " My husband says Mr. Brown is the 
best man in Bombay." The circumstance of the 
two friends belonging to different sections of 
the Church of Christ in nowise affected their 
friendship. While Eobert continued a member of 
the Established Church of Scotland during his 
residence in Bombay, and regularly attended the 
ministration of the Word and Sacraments there, he 
numbered among his best and most highly- valued 
friends, such men as Dr. Murray Mitchell and Mr. 
Nesbit. He never, so far as I know, studied the 
subject of church government, and made a point 
of attending the preaching which he felt to be 
most profitable to his own soul, with little regard 
to denominational distinctions. Thus it happened 
that during the last two years of his life, he had 
a sitting in Free St. Luke's, Edinburgh, where he 
enjoyed the faithfiil preaching of the Eev. Moody 
Stuart ; and on two occasions he partook of the 
Holy Communion in that Church. 

* Oct 27. — ^We had a meeting of the City Mis- 
sion here, two days ago, to consider about getting 
another agent Bowen, Mr. Candy, and Mr. Nesbit 
were present ; and the latter gave us afterwards a 
beautiful exposition and prayer. He was in his 
usual robust state of health ; and we were just 
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remarking how well he kept ; but we were then 
speaking to a dying man, for he was carried off 
this morning by cholera, after only a few hours' 
illness. It is altogether a most striking death ; 
and a loud call to us all not to put off anything to 
the last. What a blow to his poor widow and her 
sister, and to the mission, and to the Church, 
and to the Christian community here, for he was 
known and respected and loved by aU ! His was 
a beautifully consistent character, unmarred by 
any of those blemishes that we see often in the 
most advanced Christians, though, I doubt not, 
before the pure eye of God, he felt himself alto- 
gether unworthy. The funeral is to be to-morrow 
morning at six ; afterwards I may say something 
more on this sad subject. ... By the way, I may 
as well tell you, that I have taken a class at the 
Sunday school, consisting of seven girls, from the 
Orphanage ; and I hope the little work may have 
God's blessing, and be profitable both to them and 
myself" 

" 2%tliy 10^ P.M. — Mr. Nesbit's funeral was very 
numerously attended this morning. We had first 
an English service at the Mission House, and then a 
native one (for there were many natives present). We 
then moved on to the churchyard. I felt overcome 
once or twice* at seeing people of all denomina- 
tions there. High and Low Church, Free and Estab- 
lished, worldly men and religious men, all met to 
pay the last tribute to one who, all were constrained 

u 
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to admit, adorned the doctrine of his God and 
Saviour. I was selected as one of the pall-bearers, 
although I don't know why, for the departed must 
have had many more intimate friends than me 
there. But I was glad of the honour, and willingly 
undertook it. I hear to-day that he was taken ill 
at half-past three yesterday morning, and died at 
half- past ten. He scarcely spoke, being in such 
suffering, but commended his poor wife to God. 
Dr. L attended him ; but with all his skill, and he 
is one of the most eminent men in the island, he 
could not check the progress of the disease. He 
then wrote a line to Dr. Wilson, saying that poor Mr. 
Nesbit was very ill, and suggesting that his frieijds 
should assemble to pra}r for him. This notice was 
circulated just two or three hours before he died. 
Mrs. Hunter went over to see Mrs. L. to-night, and 
she was telling her how much the Doctor felt the 
shock, and that yesterday, when she went in to 
inquire how Mr. Nesbit was, he burst into tears, 
and said there was no hope. Excuse all these 
little details ; but I can scarcely yet realize that 
he has gone, having seen him so strong and well 
three days ago. The funeral sermons will, I sup- 
pose, be preached to-morrow, which I intend to go 
and hear, partly from respect to the deceased, and 
partly that the great subjects of death, judgment, 
and eternity may be brought before my mind ; for 
how diflScult it is to keep these in view, when 
pressed with mail and other work I This, however, 
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is part of the discipline of earth ; when we join 
yonder ransomed throng above, we shall enjoy a 
perpetual Sabbath, resting not day nor night in 
singing the praises of God and the Lamb. 

" You may be interested to hear that I have 
sent that turbaned attendant of mine to school, 
the Free Church Institution, where the man will 
hear the Gospel, and get secular instruction too. 
He is very intelligent, and likes his lessons, which 
is more than his master ever did. . . . But I must 
away and see the men at the hospital, though I 
hope to take you up again after dinner. 

" 29^A. — I wrote a rambling kind of note to 
Aunt H. last night, trying to direct her thoughts 
to ' The Coming I which my own mind has been 
trying to realize a little lately, and I am satisfied 
that it ought to be the great hope of the Church ; 
but surely there is no truth more difficult to keep 
before the mind than this. And the reason is 
plain: Satan here puts forth all his power; he 
knows that if we were ' looking for and hasting 
imto the coming of. the day of God,* we should sit 
very loose to the things of a passing world, ' buy- 
ing as though we bought not,' knowing that the 
fashion thereof scon passes away. I have been 
trying to think more of things unseen, and pray- 
ing more on this subject, and I believe my prayer 
is being answered, but not in the way I expected; 
for truly my experience lately has been very try- 
ing, and I have been at the Psalms," 
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" 30th. — ^You see I did not get far last night, 
for it is sleepy work writing after dinner in this 
hot climate, and few attempt it. I was say- 
ing that I have been trying to think more of 
the Lord's coming of late, and find some parts of 
Eev. xxL very precious. There is something tan- 
gible here that the mind can fasten on. Let it be 
this earth, restored or not, oh, is it not delightful 
to know that tliere, there will be no more sin! 
Satan will be bound— no more temptation — none 
of this ceaseless conflict which wears out one's 
very existence here, and renders earth a wilder- 
ness. But the chief and grand attraction of that 
land will be the unveiled presence of Deity. Yes ; 
those eyes that often may be dimmed with tears 
here, will actually gaze on the face of God, — Verse 
4th, chapter xxii Surely this will be the con- 
summation of all bliss, seeing the countenance of 
Him before whom the heaven and earth will have 
passed away — the Bdng of beings — Source of all 
power, wisdom, beauty, and excellence — the Being 
who clothed the earth with aU its loveliness, and 
called yonder sun into being, and studded the 
heavens with those numberless other worlds that 
dparkle like jewels in the firmament ! Oh, to 
see Christ will be indeed the perfection of bliss ; 
and how will every created object fade away 
when we gaze on the face of Immanuel ! Let 
us try then to keep the 'blessed hope' before 
our mind ; it certainly was the hope of the Church 
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* in the days of the apostles and the early Christians, 
and it is the great event that our Lord Himself 
solemnly warns us to prepare for : * What I say 
unto you, I say unto all. Watch'— for what? ' for 
in such an hour as ye think not, the Son of Man 
Cometh/" ... 

" The meeting at Parelle prospers ; there were 
thr6e men of the 14th Dragoons, and another 
stranger, at the last . . . We went to hear Dr. 
Duff last night, and I will not say more than that 
it was, I think, the most wonderful sermon I ever 
heard : ' What must I do to be saved V I trust 
the Spirit of God may bring home his solemn 
appeals to many souls. It really was electrify- 
ing, the bursts of eloquence reminding one of 
what we could suppose Whitfield's preaching to 
have been — such vivid views of the truth ! He 
seemed almost to see the cross of Calvary and the 
throne of glory before his eyes." 

Eobert was not to leave India, and to turn his 
back for ever upon those oft^visited hospital 
wards, without receiving from the gracious Master 
whom he served, one more visible token of ap- 
proval, in the hopeful conversion of a sinner to 
God. Doubtless many, of whose turning to the 
Lord no tidings reached him on earth, will rise 
at the great day to form his radiant crown of 
rejoiciQg. Can we doubt that He who has said, 
" My word shall not return unto me void," would 
bless the simple plan of " taking the words oJ 
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Jesiis Himself, and leaving them with the sick 
man ;" so that, in many a case, when the invalid 
sailor or soldier had left the hospital, and had 
resumed duty, the sweet message spoken by the 
Christian stranger at his bedside would echo in 
his ear, through the din and tumult of camp-life, 
or above the roaring of wind and sea ? " The 
day shall declare it." But we quote now from a 
very hastily-written letter an encouraging inci- 
dent that came under Eobert's notice during these 
last months of his sojourn in India. 

** ^Ist Oct — * . . I must not omit to tell you that 
t met with an interesting case in the hospital 
lately. A Scotch sailor who had been there for 
months, but never seemed under any conviction 
of sin, though he took tracts and read them, one 
night, about three weeks ago, seemed much in 
earnest When I prayed with him, he was in deep 
distress, bitterly lamenting the hardness of his 
heart, and desiring earnestly to turn to God After 
prayer, he felt relieved both in mind and body. 
I have continued to visit him almost every night 
since, and have found him in the enjoyment of 
perfect peace ; saying he was not afraid to die ; 
that 'a man who has God for his Father, and 
Jesus for his Saviour, has nothing to fear.' It 
was manifest that the man was converted ; but 
the suddenness of the change was wonderful 
Colvin went to see him, and had no doubt of his 
being a believer. He used to lie awake much at 



LETTERS. 311 

night, but was ' real comfortable/ his mind being 
filled with thoughts of God. He said that one 
night he had such a delightful dream ; he thought 
that Christ Himself was seated beside him. The 
last night I saw him, he said he thought he saw 
the people in heaven sitting in their white robes. 
We had prayer together as usual, for he always 
liked me to pray with him after that night ; and 
when I went back next evening, I found his bed 
empty. He had died that morning in great peace, 
and I doubt not has now taken his place among 
those he saw by faith a few nights before, clothed 
in white, with palms in their hands. This case 
ought to be sufficient encoumgement indeed for 
me to labour on in the hospital ; for it is an im- 
pressive thought, that an immortal soul, even one, 
is of more value than all these myriads of bright 
worlds that bespangle yonder sky." 

In his diary of the same date, he alludes to this 
man's case : — 

" Eemarkable case this week of a man's con- 
version in hospital The praise is due to Thee 
alone, Jesus ; for without Thy Spirit prompting 
me, I never should have spoken to him, nor would 
. the word have been blessed. The change seemed 
almost immediate; ever since our prayer on 
Tuesday night, he appears a new man. May I 
take encouragement from this to pray without 
ceasing l" 
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A few brief passages from the diary, which 
closes before the end of the year 1855, and from 
his correspondence in 1856, up to the time of his 
departure from Bombay, will bring to a conclu- 
sion the adive part of his life. After this time, 
the busy merchant retires from the arena of com- 
merce. The pilgrimage is henceforth marked by 
weary steps and slow, — the devoted, working 
Christian labourer must be content to " stand and 
wait ; " and in long years of physical weakness 
and suffering to glorify the Master by gentle, 
patient submission to His will. 

'* February 4, 1855. — Inward corruption seems 
to rage constantly now, but it has been the means 
to-day of making me consider the doctrine of my 
completeness in Christ, over which I have been 
praying. He is my Surety. He has died for me, 
and now lives for me. Oh, let me realize my 
union with Him as my Covenant-head !" 

" 1 Hh March — ^A week of much trial, particu- 
larly in regard to P. C, and Arundel and Empress, 
arrived; and great difficulty with mail-letters, 
yet prayer answered in all instances. Thus I 
trust my faith may be strengthened. Much in 
prayer to-day for the Spirit to show me Jesus as 
my Surety, my Saviour, my all in-all. Prayer 
for home friends." 

" Qtli May, — Many mercies again this week, 
especially in regard to the Marie MathUde ; sign- 
ing bills of lading, and success in buying seed 
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also. Oh that I may be encouraged by all this 
to cast my care upon Jesus as my Friend !" 

"13th May. — A week of multiplied mercies,- 
but I desire especially to record God's goodness 
to me in the matter of the Empress. How my 
heart failed me on her arrival ! and how wonder- 
fully I have got through her loading ! and favour 
has been given me with Captain W. Yet, after 
all this, I was ashamed to give him * Wilberforce/ 
My experience with her is another proof that all 
things work for my good. Prayer to-day espe- 
cially on the intercession of Christ. 'I have 
graven thee on the palms of my hands.' Eeading 
Genesis alsa" 

" lO^A June, — Communion Sunday ; and a very 
happy day it has been with me. At the table, 
enabled in some measure to realize my union with 
Jesus ; indeed, this is the great truth I wish to 
learn to-day, ' Whom have I in heaven but thee, 
and there is none,' etc. Excellent discourse from 
C. on ' Arise and eat, for the journey is too great 
for thee/ 

"I desire this week to record particularly 
God's mercies in bringing me to the close of the 
hot weather in health and strength," etc. etc. 

" \st July, — Trying to-day to recall some of 
God's mercies during the year just closed. Em- 
press, Samuel (illegible), Sagof, Marie MathUde, 
and other ships. General success in business, 
and health of body. Many spiritual blessings ; 
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some progress, I trust, in holiness. To-day, pray- 
ing specially for deep views of eternity. 'The 
worm that never dies ;' wrath of God abiding on 
sinners. Cursed sin raged to-night in my heart ; 
but unto whom can I look, Jesus, but to 
Thee ?" 

"6^A August — Prayer to-day over 1st Ephe- 
sians and 1st Peter, and enabled in some measure 
to rise to heavenly objects. Much aided by the 
Spirit in speaking to the school-children, and 
impressed with the danger of delay in Divine 
things. Proverbs i Lord, raise me to sit with 
Thee in heavenly places." 

In his first letter of this year, 1856, he alludes to 
the visit of some friends at Prospect Lodge, and 
thus acknowledges his feelings of reserve and 
shyness in conducting family worship before them. 
From the calm dignity and solemnity of his 
manner, no one would have suspected the sense of 
awkwardness under which he laboured ; but it 
was, nevertheless, a feeling that haunted him to 
the last. 

"... It was a great cross having family 
prayers with them. It would have been nothing 
reading a chapter and prayer ; but we try to make 
a few remarks on what we read, and to pray with- 
out a book, which of course adds to the feeling 
of awkwardness — a very sinful feeling it is 
though, proceeding from want of faith ; for if I 
saw the Saviour before me, all this false shame 
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would at once vanish, and it should make no 
diflPerence that He is now at the right hand 
of God. We must ' endure as seeing him who is 
invisible." 

He continues, speaking of a friend who had 
lately been passing through a furnace of trial : — 

"Please give my Christian love and kindest 

regards to Miss , whose trials have indeed 

been severe ; but tell her not to mourn over her 

dear , for she will soon join her amongst that 

shining company who are now singing the Song 
of Moses and the Lamb before the throne on higL 
Let us often take our place there; and looking 
through that door in heaven which is opened to 
us (Eevelation iv. 1), let us behold the radiant 
countenance of Him who sits enthroned there, 
and listen to the loving accents of His voice sayr 
ing to us, * I will give to him that is athirst of the 
fountain of the water of life freely/ It's no 
wonder that we lead such low carnal lives, when 
our thoughts and affections are so little set on 
heavenly objects. Let us try Wilberforce's plan 
of peopling heaven with living realities — living 
men that we have known and loved when on 
earth — and it will assist us greatly in giving sub- 
stance to these objects of faith. But let us never 
forget that every eye in heaven is turned towards 
the Lamb that was slain, and every knee there 
bows in lowly reverence before His throne. 

"The Sunday-school gets on pretty well I 
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have had an addition lately in the shape of a 
young lady with long ringlets and white kid 
gloves, who rather throws the orphans into the 
shade, she being an outsider. Yesterday I took 
the B.S to hear C, whom they liked very much ; 
and he was good yesterday. The lady joins 
readily in religious conversation, of which we had 
a good deal afterwards, Murray Mitchell taking a 
prominent part I must -say he recommends 
religion, by not pressing it too much in talk, but 
showing it in the life. 

" I carry on the work at Parelle and the hos-: 
pital, and find the first a means of comfort to my 
own souL I believe it is not a vain work for the 
others either. There's a man in the hospital just 
now in a consumption, a Norwegian, who shows 
some interest in the subject; but another, with 
the same disease, refuses to pray, because he 
thinks he is not good enough, Alas ! just an 
excuse, though a plausible one, no doubt" . . . 

On April 25th, he writes again : — " I had a 
nice meeting yesterday at Parelle, quite a crowd 
of people. I was wonderfully helped, and my 
own soul much refreshed by the service." . . . 

This must have been among the last of those 
meetings which had been kept up with such regu- 
larity for seven or eight years. In 1859, when his 
younger sister visited this lovely spot, which Eobert 
had frequently described as an Eden of natural 
beauty, she was received with enthusiasm by the 
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old gardener (in whose house the meetings had 
been held) as the near relative of one to whom, 
under God, he owed the salvation of his soul. It 
was affecting to listen to the expressions of 
attachment that fell from his lips as he talked of 
the days gone by, and of the friend whom on 
earth he should never meet again. 

Before closing this chapter, one or two letters 
from friends who knew Eobert intimately during 
his stay in India, may be appropriately inserted. 
The first is from a brother-merchant, whose ac- 
quaintance with him commenced in the days of 
boyhood, and whose friendship accompanied him 
to the end pf his. life. 

FROM ALEXANDER CAMPBELL, ESQ. 

** 41, Thrkadheedle Street, 
January 26, 1865. 

" My dear Madam, — ... I now send you the 
only letters from your brother which I have been 
able to find, and would ask you to make use of 
theuji only so far as to illustrate the deep earnest- 
ness and real worth of his character. 

" He and I were class-feUows for some years 
at the Edinburgh Academy. We afterwards met 
in Liverpool, where we had both gone for mer- 
cantile training. Again, after two or tlnee years, 
we were thrown together in Bombay. It was in 
this latter place that I knew him most intimately, 
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and leamt to value him as one of the best men I 
have ever known. 

" When in Liverpool, and for some time in 
Bombay, there was no evidence of his having had 
any serious religious impressions ; he threw him- 
self heartily into his business duties, and as heartily 
into ordinary amuseinents in leisure hours. There 
was in him a good deal of fun, and a keen sense 
of the ridiculous, which rendered, him a very 
agreeable companion; at the same time that he 
occasionally tried the temper of his friends by his 
inability to resist a joke at their expense. No 
one had a quicker perception of the genuine or 
superficial in a man's character, and he always 
seemed drawn to unsophisticated natures. 

" It was when in full health, and immersed in 
business pursuits, that he came to think of reli- 
gion, and every one was soon struck with the 
change which took place in him. There was a 
great increase of natural cheerfulness ; an easy, 
earnest way of introducing the subject of religion 
whenever he had the opportunity ; no dogmatism, 
but a quiet impressiveness in talking of the hap- 
piness which he himself experienced in having 
been brought to know Christ. There was tio 
flagging in his attention to business avocations, 
but a failing interest in the acquisition of wealth, 
even viewed as the measure of success. I left 
Bombay some years before he did ; but he was an 
intimate friend there of two young brothers, the 
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death of the younger of whom, after your brother 
had also returned to England, was the occasion 
of one of his letters to me. . . . — I remain, dear 
Madam, yours very truly, 

" A. H. Campbell." 

Dr. Murray Mitchell, the distinguished Indian 
missionary, writes : — 

** Bbocjohtt FEBBf , 19th August 1865. 

"... You ask me if I have any memoranda of 
my intercourse with your brother. I wish I could 
persuade myself that what I can supply will be 
of any service to you. I decidedly think you do 
well in drawing up a Memoir of him. His char- 
acter deserves to be fully delineated ; and to none, 
I believe, were his mind and heart more thoroughly 
opened than to yourself. My acquaintance with 
Mr. Brown commenced in 1848, by my having to 
acknowledge, as Secretary of the Bombay Tract 
and Book Society, a generous contribution from 
him to the funds of the Society. This was wholly 
unsolicited. Your brother then was, and continued 
to be,"* a cheerful giver,' contributing liberally to 
religious and philanthropic objects, and at the 
same time very unostentatiously, and often, as I 
have reason to think, anonymously. 

" I recollect, when I first became acquainted 
with him, I was chiefly struck with the very deep 
impression which the idea of Eternity had made 
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upon his mind. ' Do we really believe/ he would 
ask, ' that everlasting happiness or everlasting 
misery awaits ourselves and the men with whom 
we associate ? Are ministers of the Gospel — are 
any Christiaas — faithful to their Master, when 
they fail to warn the unconverted daily of their 
awful danger V The impression which the weight 
of this great thought had made upon his mind 
seemed never to depart. More than perhaps any 
other man I have #ver met, Mr. Brown responded 
to the solemn utterances of the well-known Ger- 
man hymn, — 

* Ewigkeit, Du Donnerwort' — 
Eternity ! tbou thunder^word 1 

The deep solemnity of heart with which he con- 
templated the everlasting issues of this fleeting 
life was the more noticeable, because it was evi- 
dent that naturally he was a man of very lively 
temperament, full of pleasantry and humour, and 
not wanting in the occasional sparkle of genuine 
wit Traces of these things remained ; and until 
the pressure of increasing illness fixed every 
thought on that Eternity whose solemn realities 
were now soon to be unveiled before him, the 
happy playfulness of his character was still 
visible — chastened but not extinguished. 

" When I first knew him, there was a measure 
of unhappiness in his mind as if he only saw that 
peace was to be found in Christ, without having 
himself fully obtained that peaca But as he 
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advanced, his faith, more simply, more fully, rested 
on the all-sufficiency of Christ and the great 
atoning sacrifice, and his heart attained to more 
and more of serenity and joy. To the day when 
he left India, a deep sense of personal unworthi- 
ness possessed him; but it was humility liot 
despondency. No one could have called Eobert 
Brown a gloomy man. On the contrary, he was 
habitually cheerfuL Shadows occasionally rested 
on his soul, but not often; and generally his 
countenance was lighted up with a mild sunny 
brightness. 

"The following circumstance, if small, is j'^et 
characteristic, and therefore worth notice. In 
reading the life, I think, of Wilberforce, Mr. 
Brown was interested in seeing how that good 
man endeavoured, when he mixed in society, to 
make the conversation flow in proper chaxmels ; 
how, in particular, he used to prepare what he 
called ' launchers,' — subjects to which attention 
might be called. ' Let us do as Wilberforce did,' 
said he more than once, when I was living at his 
house; and we agreed to come to each other's 
support when the topic so * launched' should be 
stranded or otherwise come to grief. On the 
whole, Mr. Brown, if I remember, foimd this for- 
mal preparation rather more difficult than he had 
expected ; but his anxiety continued as strong as 
ever that conversation should be kept from every- 
thing frivolous or foolisL And yet, as I have 

X 
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already mentioned, he was anything but an enemy 
to innocent relaxation. 

" I have a lively recollection of some visits 
which I paid with him on Sabbath mornings to 
persons living in distant parts of the island of 
Bombay, who found it diflficult or impossible to 
attend public worship. He did so to give them 
that religious instruction which they greatly 
needed. This involved occasional exertion ; and 
it made, I fear, the Sunday much less of a Sabbath 
than his health required. For he was hard at work 
all the week ; and I recollect having to expostu- 
late with him during one very trying season, 
when his health was manifestly giving way, be- 
cause, after toiling all the day in the office, he 
worked hard at home for two or three successive 
evenings up to a very late hour, previous to the 
departure of every fortnightly mail to Europe. 
He was deeply conscientious ; and he deemed it 
his duty to toil on, lest the interests of the house 
with which he was connected should in any way 
suffer. 

" He was also a man of very high, and pure, 
and honourable feeling ; possessed, far more than 
most, even of a delicate and refined sense of 
honour. And hence, being as incapable of any- 
thing mean as of anything wrong, in his dealings 
with his fellow-men, he was held in the highest 
esteem by all who knew him, — a man most simple 
and unpretending, whoUy incapable of parade; 
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yet unmistakably and devotedly a Christian, and 
one who * adorned in all things the doctrine of his 
God and Saviour/ Of course, I do not think he 
was faultless ; but yet, well as I knew him, were 
I asked to tell what actually were his faults, I 
should find the answer far from easy. 

" His tastes in reading led him, and I think did 
so more and more, to simple statements of gospel 
truth, expositions of the Word of God, and espe- 
cially to anything that helped him to realize more 
vividly the living personal Eedeemer. I do not 
remember any words that seem more exactly to 
describe his habitual state of feeling, and the 
attitude of his soul, than those which tell us how 
the Thessalonian Christians turned from idols * to 
serve the living and true God ; and to wait for his 
Son from heaven, even Jesus, who delivereth us 
from the wrath to come.* 

" May the Lord help you in the work you have 
undertaken 1 It will be a labour of love — in 
some respects one of sorrow — but yet of sacred 
joy. — Believe me," etc., 

" J. Murray Mitchell." 

One who knew him well, and who has taken a 
high position in the mercantile community to 
which Eobert belonged, speaks of him thus : — 

"Carfin, July 23, 1866. 

"... It was my privilege to enjoy his friend- 
ship for several years before he left Bombay, and 
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I had frequent occasions of communication with 
him in and out of business. It is rare, indeed, 
that gifts such as he possessed are found united 
in the same person. Who that ever was brought 
in contact with him did not recognise at once the 
aimable accomplished gentleman, so winningly 
courteous to all whp approached him ; the able, 
upright, and honourable merchant, so just and 
fair in all his dealings with the world ; and withal 
the earnest devoted Christian, ever ready with 
kind heart and liberal hand to relieve distress or 
promote any good work ? His name and his deeds 
commanded the respect and esteem of all who 
knew him ; and his departure from India caused 
a blank in our little circle which could not be 
readily filled up. . . . — ^Yours," etc. 

" Gavin Steel." 



CHAPTER XV.— 1856, 1867, 

DEPARTURE FROM INDIA — ^MADEIRA. 

The summer of 1866 found the home circle 
looking forward to another visit from the absent 
one. Before the time came, however, he was pros- 
trated by a severe bilious attack, followed by 
inflammation in the chest From this he never 
completely recovered. The first notice of his 
indisposition occurs at the close of a letter, the 
preceding pages of which were written in his 
usual health and spirits. 

" May 27th, — It is weU that I overtook so much 
of my letter to you last week, for I have since 
had rather a sharp bilious attack, which has con- 
fined me to bed and greatly reduced my strength. 
Tou wiU not expect much from me then. I am 
very kindly tended by Hunter, Murray Mitchell, 
and the faithfuU Dajee, who is quite a second 
NightiTigale by a sickbed ; and although I am sadly 
forgetful and unconscious of the tender care which 
the Saviour exercises over me, I desire to take 
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comfort in the thought that I cannot be forgotten 
of Him ; and that as He Himself has come through 
the same experience, He is most fully qualified 
both to sympathize with and to support me under 
this gentle chastisement. I hope to tell you next 
mail that I am moving about again." 

His next letter was dated from Poona, where 
the doctor had ordered him for a change of clim- 
ate ; but he speaks of himself as " still very weak, 
and equal to very little exertion." 

One of the results of this illness was the loss of 
his voice, which he never regained. In a letter to 
his father, dated August 9th, he tells of improve- 
ment in his health, and says, — 

" My voice has not returned yet. I th(yaght I 
. had it two days ago, but since then it has been 

almost entirely extinguished. (What would 

do under such an affiction ?)" 

On partial recovery, Eobert resumed his labours 
at the office, and would in all probability have 
died at his post, had not a peremptory summons 
home reached him from his father, who began to 
have painful misgivings about the state of his 
health. He left Bombay in October 1856, by the 
nexf mail after receiving that letter. 

« Bombay, 2d Oct. 1856. 

" My dear Father, — It is done ! I come home 
by this steamer. A dutiful son must obey his 
father's mandate, and indeed I am only following 



DEPARTURE FROM IKDIA- -MADEIRA. 327 

the doctor's advice. . . . You must not suppose 
from this, however, that I am any worse; it is 
only weakness that I suffer from, but it seems an 
object to get away before the October heat sets in, 
which might thi*ow me further back, and make 
my recovery a more tedious matter. However, 
our life and death are in God's hand. May He 
grant us all the sanctified use of this gentle visi- 
tation, which surely He is now doing, as your kind 
concern for my welfare has been the means of 
bringing you aU nearer to the throne of grace. 
Adieu for the present! I propose (d.v.) taking 
the Marseilles route, and should be with you about 
a week after this." 

And so he bade adieu for ever to the shores of 
India, carrying with him the deep heartfelt affec- 
tion and fervent good wishes and prayers of many 
there. " I give you this text," said a devoted 
female missionary, who, a few months after- 
wards, fell a victim at Sealkote, in the terrible 
Indian mutiny, " * Underneath are the everlasting 
arms.'" And as her husband^ accompanied Eobert 
to his carriage, and wrung his hand at parting, 
he exclaimed, " I cannot do better than echo my 
wife's words, ** ' May there be underneath you the 
everlasting arms !'" 

' It was early in the bleak month of November 
that he reached England, a trying season for any 
frame accustomed to the burning skies of India, 

^ Rev. Thomas Hunter. 
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doubly SO to the shattered constitution of our in- 
valid. On his arrival in London he writes to his 
elder sister : — 

"EuSTON Hotel, 4:lhNov, 1856. 

" Dearest A, — I just write a line to say. that I 
hope to reach my native town and the paternal 
halls on Thursday night, leaving this to-morrow 
moming, and spending a day at Liverpool on my 
way north. My dear friend, Mr. Ewart, came up 
last night, and his kindness and tender concern 
for my health are excessiva ... 

" You may easily suppose how delighted I shall 
be to see you all again ; and I hope to find dear 
H. as contented and happy as ever, though his 
general health, I fear, has not improved since I 
left. However, health is by no means essential to 
happiness, though it is often thought so. It is 
merely a channel for communicating it, which 
may be altogether removed, yet the heart may be 
happy still ; yes, happier than ever, for the re- 
moval of the channel or the stream that flows 
through it may bring us nearer to God, who is the 
Fountain of all blessedness. I have seen Dr. 
Martin, who is rather averse to my going north at 
this season. But to be within twelve hours* jour- 
ney of my friends without seeing them, is a thing 
that I could not stand." 

The same party that greeted his arrival in 1851, 
assembled again to await his return home; this 
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time, however, with great anxiety as to the real 
state of his health. Many a surmise had been 
started as to the progress his ilbiess had made ; 
and we had endeavoured to prepare ourselves for 
a great change in his appearance. But when we 
saw his emaciated form, the hectic flush on his 
cheek, and heard his hollow cough, we felt that 
the sad reality far surpassed our gravest anticipa- 
tions. He looked very ill, and was really worse 
the first few days, having caught a fresh accession 
of cold during his hurried journey through France. 
An eminent physician was summoned, who, after 
careful examination, confirmed our sorrowful fore- 
bodings, by pronouncing one lung affected, the 
disease being then in an active state. This opinion, 
which sounded like a death-knell, came with no 
unwelcome message to the invalid. His sister, on 
entering his room after she had learnt the worst, 
was amazed at his cheerfulness. She thought he 
had been kept in ignorance of the true state of 
the case. " Did you hear the doctor's opinion V 
she asked. " Oh yes/' he said calmly, " there 
is mischief going on in this lung;" and then 
turned quietly to some other subject. Later on 
that sad November Sabbath, he spoke of his 
great peace of mind. " Do you know what it is- 
to have fearful temptations thrust into your heart- 
— assaults of the Evil One ? Some time ago I was 
much harassed in this way, but for months past 
I have felt nothing of the kind, nothing hut peace : 
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' He stayeth his rough wind in the day of his east 
wind/" 

"Where do you intend to spend the winter 
months ?" some one asked. " I have no plans, I 
wish to have no will of my own." How often 
he repeated those words, " No plans now !" as a 
warning against forming earthly projects too 
securely, or building too firmly here below. 

Three weeks of inclement winter weather fol- 
lowed his arrival; and then, as he had rallied 
considerably, having thrown off the feverish bron- 
chial attack under which he laboured at first, a 
visit to London was determined upon, in order to 
consult the eminent chest-doctor. Dr. Williams, 
and to be guided afterwards by his advice with 
regard to winter quarters. One cold frosty morn- 
ing towards the end of November, the party 
set out, accomplishing the journey without addi- 
tional injury to the invalid. He writes of this 
time : — 

" I asked Williams what he thought of my case, 
telling him I was not afraid to hear the truth." 
And his opinion was only more unfavourable than 
had been expected in this respect, that the heart 
was declared to be affected as well as the lungs. 
" No half-measures will do ; you must try Madeira 
at once ;" and so Madeira was fixed upon as the 
place of his temporary banishment. Cholera had 
been raging in that island during the autumn 
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months of 1856, committing fearful ravages among 
the population, and the knowledge of this fact had 
deterred the usual number of English invalids 
from visiting- it. But as the disease had totally 
disappeared by December, arrangements were 
speedily made; and on the 9th of that month, 
accompanied by his eldest brother and a sister, he 
embarked at Southampton on board the AvoUy 
one of the Brazilian steam-packets which at that 
time touched at Madeira on their passage to and 
from the Brazils. A tempestuous voyage fol- 
lowed; the vessel encountered a terrific gale in 
the Bay of Biscay, but she gallantly weathered 
the storm, under the blessing of Him who holds 
the waters in the hollow of His hand^ 

He writes to his father in a letter posted at 
Lisbon : — 

" I need not attempt to give you any idea of 
what kind of sea rolls in the Bay of Biscay with 
a gale of wind from the south-west On Saturday 
it blew a hurricane for three hours. The huge 
Atlantic billows every now and then struck the 
ship, causing her timbers to creak and tremble 
to their veiy foundations ; this was followed by 
the crash of crockery, and accompanied by the 
howling of the wind, and the constant bumping of 
the rudder ; but, thank God, the gale soon moder- 
ated, and all feeling of danger was removed, though 
that at one time was by no means groundless. . . 
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Meanwhile, let me * count up my mercies/ for I 
am sure no one has greater cause ; and among 
them, let me reckon this little illness, which 
surely has already been productive of some good, 
since it has called forth the affections of my friends 
and relatives; and may I not add, led them to 
express their interest for me at the throne of 
grace V* 

On the evening of the 19th, the Avon an- 
chored in Funchal Bay. Much interest had 
been excited on board by the sight of the thin 
worn countenance and tall wasted frame of the 
invalid, who passed much of his time on deck 
after a warm latitude had been reached, and 
whose gentle patient manner and winning smile, 
as usual, gained all hearts, although the loss of 
voice precluded conversation. Many of those 
who saw him land at Madeira bade him good-bye 
with a sorrowful heart, for they thought that 
lonely spot would be his grave. 

It was indeed a wonderful change to be trans- 
ported, in the course of a week, from the depths 
of a bitterly cold English winter to the genial 
warmth and brilliant sunshine of that glorious 
climate, — one week to be cowering over the fire 
in London, or gazing out of the window upon 
snow-covered streets and shivering passengers ; 
the next, to find one's-self among fruits and 
flowers, surrounded by the most exquisite scenery, 
the lovely blue waters of the Bay dancing and 
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sparkling before our windows, the magnificent 
mountain-peaks rising in the background, a thou- 
sand fragrant perfumes stealing through the open 
Venetians, and filling the spacious rooms with 
delicious odours. Bright, beautiful island, conse- 
crated by haUowed associations aud enduring 
memories ! The few months spent there seemed 
like a holiday time ; boating, riding, wandering 
about, formed the principal occupations of the 
day. The doctor's orders were that Eobert should 
be as much as possible in the open air, so that he 
usually spent two or three of the morning hours 
sailing about the lovely Bay of Funchal, dined in 
the middle of the day, like the rest of the Madeira 
world, and rode in the afternoon, when the heat 
was less intense. 

"Funchal, Decefmber 20, 1856. 

" Mv DEAREST A., — We have just heard that 
that steamer lying in the Bay is to take a mail to 
England at one o'clock, so I grasp the opportunity 
to send you a few lines. I can do little more, 
however, than give you my first impressions of 
Madeira, for we only arrived last night ; and as 
the sun had set, we had no opportunity of feast- 
ing our eyes on those ' vine-robed hills of health/ 
so famed in song ; and this morning we were 
rather late in rising, so I have not yet explored 
any of the beauties of the island. I am thankful 
to say, however, that we have got into most clean 
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and comfortable quarters in Eeed's Hotel ; have 
excellent bedrooms, and* a sitting-room looking 
out upon the Bay, with convolvuluses peeping in 
at the open windows, and geraniums and other 
flowers blooming in tropical luxuriance in the 
garden below ; and all this accompanied with such 
a delightful temperature, the thermometer mark- 
ing 65 in this room — ^rather a contrast to what 
we had it in Humphrey's this day fortnight." . . . 

•* FuNCHAL, January 14. 

" My dearest Father, — ... In regard to the 
climate and our comforts here, nearly a month's 
experience has only tended to confirm what we 
first wrote. The climate is really delightful 
James has just this moment taken up your ther- 
mometer, and reported the heat at 68 (at 10 p.m.), 
and it is within three or four degrees of this 
throughout the day; so that it is diflficult to 
realize that we are now in the midst of winter. 
The great beauty of the place is, that you can 
be out and breathe pure fresh air at all hours 
without any wraps. Indeed, it is rather hot in 
the sun during the day, at least J. finds it 
so ; but I like sitting out in it I generally rise 
so as to have half-an-hour's walk on Praca (a 
level piece of ground) before breakfast, a meal 
to which we all do ample justica Then we 
occupy ourselves in reading, or sewing, or en- 
joying the fresh air, till half-past two, when we 
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dine; and in the afternoon take a ride, getting 
in about six, when it grows dark. In the even- 
ings we read, talk, play a little, or write letters, 
retiring about half-past nine or ten o'clock. Yes- 
terday, we all went out boating along the coast, 
which is very fine, and J. tried his hand at fish- 
ing ; but I am glad we had not to depend for our 
dinner on what he caught, which amounted to two 
or three very diminutive animals, about the size 
of poddlies. Indeed, the fish here are not worth 
much, but the butcher's meat is very good ; and 
such lots of vegetables ! — green peas, cauliflower, 
and French beans, even at this season. But I 
must not make ^'s mouth water by enumerat- 
ing them all, nor yet the fruits, of which there is 
a good variety. ... I feel a marked change in my 
strength lately, from breathing so much of the 
pure sea air here ; my* chest is certainly rising, 
and getting stronger ; and although I cannot 
manage a hill yet very well, this will no doubt 
come in time. My appetite is very good, and I 
hope I am picking up a little flesh, having gained 
a pound and a half the last montL Altogether, 
I have much cause for thankfulness to God ; and 
although it is a trial to be thus laid aside from 
active duty, I desire to receive this as a mark of 
His favour, designed to wean my affections from 
the world, and fix them on Himself, the source of 
all blessedness." 
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«* 6th April 1857. 

"... As regards my own health, you will be 
glad to hear th^-t Dr. Lund's report is decidedly 
more favourable. When he saw me last week, he 
said I was going on so well that he need not 
return for a long time. He thinks also that the 
summer at home will brace me up, but it will not 
do to go north all at once. J must hover about in 
the south of England till the end of May probably, 
when the weather in Scotland will have become 

bearable for delicate plants. . . . has been 

rewarded for coming here in other ways, I believe ; 
and amongst these I may mention the privilege 
of becoming acquainted with such a character as 
Sophie Gray, whose cheerful endurance of eleven 
years' suffering may weU rebuke one's impatience 
under a far lighter trial And what is the secret 
of her cheerfulness ? Just that she is able to 
believe God's love ; that she can look up to Him 
as her Heavenly Father; and she knows that 
very soon she wiU exchange a world of sorrow 
and suffering for one of perfect and endless enjoy- 
ment. May you and I, dear A., have this ' precious 
faith,' and then we shall have the same cheerful 
spirit And now I think I must be saying good- 
night, as it is near eleven o'clock; it takes me a 
long time to write a letter, or do anything, now-a- 
days." 

The hospitality of the English residents in 
Madeija is proverbial ; and the little party expe- 
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rienced much kindness at their hands, the more, 
perhaps, because of the small number of invalids 
in Madeira that season. Amongst these, not the 
least remembered is the " Sophie Gray " already 
referred to. She felt and expressed the strongest 
regard for the temporal and spiritual welfare of 
many to whom personally she was a stranger; 
and varied and winning were the little devices 
she adopted for doing them good. A short pen- 
cilled note, a gift of rare and beautiful flowers 
or fruit, the loan of a book — such were among the 
means she would employ for showing her kindly 
feeling towards a fellow-invalid, or benefiting one 
she longed to attract to Christ. Sometimes the 
dealings of God with His chosen ones are a mys- 
tery to us, and our poor human hearts search in 
vain for the " wherefore" of painful discipline and 
heavy crosses laid on those who seem already meet 
for the kingdom. But as, from that chamber of 
pain and sickness, the light of Christian faith and 
patience and joy streamed so brilliantly (for the 
tale of that suffering life lived joyfully for Christ's 
sake was well known to all who resided there), 
who could feel that there was any darkness in a 
dispensation which so manifestly brought glory 
to God? Eobert was well acquainted with her 
brother in Bombay ; from the first this formed a 
strong link between the two invalids, and although 
Sophie saw very few strangers, she made an ex- 
ception in his favour, so that he visited her regu- 

Y 
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larly during his sojourn in Funchal In common 
with all who came in contact with him, she was 
deeply impressed. " I never before saw any 
one of so gentle a spirit/' she said; "in word 
and appearance so like a Christian." He knelt by 
her couch; and in his low, feeble accents, com- 
mended this cross-bearing disciple to the special 
care of the sympathizing Saviour, and spoke words 
of consoling and strengthening import. Long after- 
wards, some of these simple utterances lingered in 
her memory. " I wish I could feel and act," she 
wrote, " as if I remembered (as your brother one 
day expressed it), that Jesus is in the very room 
beside me." 

She lingered for three years after he left. 
Through many an hour of physical weariness and 
acute suffering she strove to repress impatient 
longings to reach her heavenly home. And then 
she passed away. 

The memory of the visit to Madeira is also 
closely linked with that of a young clergyman, 
who, with Sophie Gray and many another, now 
lies hundreds of miles away from his native land 
in the lovely cemetery of Funchal Soon after 
our arrival in Madeira, we ascertained that there 
was a Presbyterian service every Sunday, con- 
ducted by the Eev. Mr. Brown, a young minister 
of the Free Church of Scotland, then residing in 
the island for his healtL Next Sunday we 
found our way to the little place of worship ; and 
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there, week after week, we enjoyed the privilege 
of listening to the Gospel message, simply, ear- 
nestly, and eloquently proclaimed in the room 
where Hewitson had preached years before. After 
service that first Sabbath, my brother introduced 
himself to Mr. Brown. Their acquaintance soon 
ripened into firiendship. Mr. Brown spent one 
or two evenings of every week with us, and 
occasionally joined us in boating or riding expe- 
ditions, when the rich stores of his highly-culti- 
vated mind were fully unfolded. Twice we enjoyed 
the privilege of partaking of the Holy Com- 
munion in that "upper room." On both occa- 
sions the text of his sermon was : " The love of 
Christ that passeth knowledge;'* the same words 
forming the subject of his table-services. Those 
made a deep impression upon Eobert, and often in 
after years he referred to expressions and ideas 
contained in them. In one of his last feebly pen- 
cilled notes he says : " Brown of Madeira now 
knows what that love is which passeth know- 
ledge." He died October 1857, with the words 
upon his lips, and in his heart : " My feet are on 
the Eock, Christ crucified." 



CHAPTER XVL— 1857-1861. 

LATTER YEAES OF HIS LIFK 

BoBERT bade farewell to the shores of Madeira 
May 6th, 1857, and reached Southampton after a 
calm and prosperous voyage of a week's length. 
The opinion of Dr. WiUiams coincided with that 
of Dr. Lund in Madeira, that the disease in his 
lungs was arrested for the present; but agreed 
in urging the utmost caution, and in forbidding 
his immediate return to Scotland, so that he re- 
mained at Cheltenham for several weeks after his 
return, pleasantly renewing old acquaintance with 
Indian friends resident there. He went back to 
Scotland in June, and spent the summer with his 
friends. The winter and summer of 1858 were 
also passed in his native land. On the whole, he 
did not lose ground, but there was no material 
improvement in his health ; he suffered from 
occasional attacks of bronchitis; he never regained 
his voice, and his debility was very apparent; 
while a sense of oppression and pain in the lung 
never allowed him to forget its diseased state. 
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Few incidents of his quiet "undemonstrative life 
remain to be recorded. After his return from 
Madeira, and with the habitual feeling of uneasi- 
ness from which he suffered, I do not think he 
ever cherished the hope of regaining his former 
vigour, or of rising above the condition of an in- 
valid during the rest of his life. With patient 
cheerfulness, he accepted the vocation of suffering 
to which the Master had called him. It was no 
light cross that he was appointed to carry. To 
be laid aside in the prime of manhood, and in the 
midst of worldly prosperity ; to be incapacitated 
by weakness from physical and almost mental 
exertion ; to have to struggle against an unceasing 
sense of languor and depression incident to the 
disease; this was no slight trial to bear. Yet 
I am well assured that those who knew him best 
during those last suffering years, will bear me out 
in making the assertion, that never did an expres- 
sion of discontent escape his Hps, nor the faintest 
semblance of impatience cloud his spirit. And so 
fearful was he of falling into an invalid's tendency, 
that of being too much occupied with his own ail- 
ments, that it was often difficult to draw from him 
any particulars as to his state of health, or to pro- 
cure for an anxious inquiry any but the shortest 
and simplest reply. Many a time it was more by 
inference and indirect allusion that we were made 
acquainted with any access of suffering, or learned 
that some new symptom had appeared in his case. 



342 MEMORULS OF ROBERT BROWN. 

His very manner and countenance were in them- 
selves a speaking lesson, and an eloquent testi- 
mony to others of the peace and serenity imparted 
by his Saviour's presence. I do not need to recall 
this trait to his friends who were so well accus- 
tomed to meet the winning smile, the kindly 
glance, the lovely expression of hallowed tran- 
quillity which lighted up every feature. They will 
feel that no description can exaggerate or even 
portray the reality. Strangers were speedily im- 
pressed by his appearance. One who had casually 
met him writes : " His very face was a kind of 
gospel in itself ; so much of meekness and heavenly- 
mindedness seemed to shine in it." And another 
who knew him more intimately says, "He had 
quite a Iieavenly look about him. We have often 
remarked this." 

And what shall we say of the sympathy which 
seemed to gather intensity from his own deep ex- 
perience of personal trial, of the refined womanly 
tenderness that identified itself with every care 
and sorrow brought under its notice, and which 
so visibly suffered in the sufferings of others, that 
we were often fain to conceal pain that his sensi- 
tive spirit might be saved a pang ? Truly he com- 
forted many a heart with the comfort wherewith 
he himself was comforted of God, How can we 
make strangers understand the marvellous facilily 
with which he entered into the joys and sorrows 
of others, the vivid interest he took in the little 
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dany concerns of his friends, leading them on by 
that hearty, ready sympathy, to unfold to his ear 
what many would have disregarded as mere trifles? 
Alluding to this feature in his character, a friend, 
who had frequent opportunities of meeting him, 
writes, " He was so gentle and tender and consi- 
derate. I once sat next him with my hand blis- 
tered for rheumatism, and he was much occupied 
about this trifle, and anxious to relieve me, 
although himself suffering at the time from con- 
stant pain and weakness. This was why every- 
body loved him so much," etc. 

There was a completeness in his Christian char- 
acter which is attaiQed by few ; and different graces 
attracted the admiration of friends and acquaint- 
ances, according as circumstances and opportuni- 
ties called them forth. Thus, it was repeatedly 
remarked by some who were unable to appreciate 
the higher traits of spirituality and heavenly 
mindedness : " You never hear Eobert say a word 
against any one." A very intimate friend after 
his death said, " The features in his character that 
impressed me most forcibly were his tnithfulness 
and his humility." 

" I think," writes another, " his very great humi- 
lity was the most striking of all his graces^ He 
never talked to me as if he knew he was above 
me in spiritual things, though he was immeasur- 
ably so." On many minds it was the impression 
of the whole life, and no isolated virtue or grace, 



344 MEMORIALS OF ROBEBT BROWN. 

that caused a " tender reverence" to characterize 
the affection with which he was regarded. 

In the autumn of 1858, he proceeded to Mal- 
vern for the purpose of undergoing a course of 
water-treatment under the professional care of 
Dr. Gully. When he left this beautiful watering- 
place in spring, he had certainly not made any 
progress in health ; and soon after his return to 
Edinburgh, he was laid up with a severe attack 
of bronchitis. 

From a mass of letters placed at our disposal 
by various friends, and written during the last 
years of his life, we select a few extracts, which, 
while they tend to illustrate his character, may 
perhaps meet the eye, and cheer the heart of some 
disciple in the school of trial, or, under the bless- 
ing of God, prove a guiding word in a season of 
perplexity and doubt. The following are addressed 
to a friend in whose spiritual welfare he felt a 
deep interest : — 

" Tudor House, Malvern, 
November 24, 1858. 

" My dear T., — It was indeed pleasant for me 
to find a letter from you on my table on Satur- 
day morning, for I was not quite sure how 
you would receive my sermon ; but as you have 
taken it in such a kind spirit, and asked me to 
write again, I gladly embrace the opportunity of 
sending you a few lines. Your difficulty in writ- 
ing on the subject of religion, and your Want of 
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interest in it, I can thorouglily understand ; and 
you are only expressing the language of the Bible 
when you say that your heart, which bounds 
within you at some comparatively trivial occur- 
rence, seems deaf and stony when the invitations 
• of the Gospel are addressed to it. ' This people's 
heart is waxed gross, and their ears are dull of 
hearing, and their eyes they have closed.' But 
oh ! it is a blessed thing when we have made this 
discovery, for surely the first step towards a cure 
is to become acquainted with our disease, because 
tiU then, we shall never apply to the Physician of 
soula And it is to such that God's promise is 
addressed, that He 'will take away the stony 
heart, and give them a heart of flesh/ This is 
what is required ; for you say most truly, that 
although you have all the inclination to follow 
my advice, yet you have not the power, for some- 
thing stronger than yourself holds you back 
Ah, yes ! the great Enemy of souls has fast hold of 
you ; and when you would give your thoughts to 
religion, or approach God in prayer, he will put 
all sorts of evil thoughts into your mind, suggest- 
ing that it is vain for one like you to pray. But, 
I beseech you, in all affection, my dear friend, not 
to listen to these evil suggestions. By all the 
miseries of the lost, and all the endless bliss of 
the redeemed ; by all the peace and comfort you 
hope to experience in a dying hour, and when you 
come to stand before the judgment-seat of Christ, 
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I implore you to apply now, when God*s Spirit 
may be striving with yon, to that loving Saviour 
who came into the world on purpose to save 
sinners, and never yet cast out any that came to 
Him. This may be the turning-point of your 
history. I beseech j'ou not to delay till a more 
convenient season, for that wiU probably never 
come ; and if it does, you will only have to mourn 
over so many more opportunities neglected, and so 
much more time spent at a distance from God. 
As an encouragement to apply now to Christ, I 
would ask you to read the 15th chapter of St. Luke, 
which has been the means of bringing back many 
a wanderer. God grant it may be so in your case ! 
" I really must ask you to exercise some for- 
bearance whUe you read this long homily, for 
it may, I fear, weary your patience. It is very 
kind of you to allow me to write to you at all 
on such topics ; and I should indeed consider 
it a high privilege if any word of mine were to 
be the means of bringing you to reflect seriously 
on this subject of overwhelming interest" 

"RosLiN House, Malvern, 
Wth January 1859. 

" My dear T., — As it is now a week since I 
had the pleasure of receiving your last welcome 
letter, I fear you may be thinking that it has got 
into wrong hands ; but to tell you the truth, the 
delay has arisen from a feeling of inability to send 
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a suitable reply to it. However, I cannot longer 
delay ; and as you have written in such a frank, 
open manner, I hope you will not object to my 
following your example, and receive anything that 
I may say in the same spirit by which it is dic- 
tated. If you will allow me, then, to venture an 
opinion, I would say that the scheme of life which 
you propose to yourself, though having many good 
elements in it, is not suited to the Trudter-of-fact 
daily routine of this rough world, and is, I fear, 
wanting in the grand motive of love to God. You 
are convinced in your judgment that a religious 
life is the only happy one, but you are deterred 
from entering on it because of the sacrifices it 
involves in the surrender of your earthly hopes ; 
but when saying so, are you not looking to the 
cross only, and forgetting the crown that lies 
beyond ? For even if our whole life here were a 
period of unmitigated suffering, it would be the 
soundest wisdom for us to submit cheerfully, if 
we knew that we should be amply compensated 
in the life to come ; and who can doubt that, who 
compares the few fleeting years of Time with the 
endless ages of Eternity ? 

" I was older than you are, my dear T., when 
God first led me to think seriously of these things, 
and I remember it was the consideration of Eter- 
nity that took hold of my mind. The thought of 
living for ever in a world beyond the grave, and 
the infatuation of leaving to the last hours of life 
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the preparation for that world, when I might be 
called away at any moment to give in my account, 
were brought to my mind with overwhelming 
power. Thus was I led to seek in earnest for 
God's pardoning mercy, so freely offered to all, 
and I did not seek in vain. 

" But from what I have written on the other 
side, I fear you may be led to think that some 
great work is necessary in order to our being 
reconciled to God; that you must set about 
making some sacrifice which you have hitherto 
neglected. Such is not the gospel scheme. In 
it God comes to you with a message, and you are 
called on to give credit to it. He plies you with 
overtures, and you are asked to receive them. 
* Eeceive what V you may ask. Only the simple 
statement that He sent His Son into the world to 
save sinners, and He tells you to receive Him as 
your Saviour. 

" The offer of salvation is made to you freely ; 
and even while you read these lines, if you believe 
in Christ as your Saviour, that moment you pass 
from being a child of wrath into a state of recon- 
ciliation with God, who then becomes your loving 
Father, and promises that He will bless you in this 
world, and receive you into eternal glory here- 
after." ... 

We are tempted to take one more extract of a 
later date from this correspondence, for the sake 
of a thought which it contains : — 



LATTEE YEAES OF HIS LIFE. 349 

•* Hastings, ISth Mardi 1862. 

" My deae T., — . . . Those cartes really form 
very nice mementoes of one's friends, who, I fear, 
are not always in mind when out of sight ; for 
that important object No. 1 seems too often in the 
foreground of one's thoughts, and excludes even 
one's nearest relatives. I was reading a notice in 
a diary some time ago, where the writer mentioned 
that he had been excluding himself almost entirely 
from his prayers, and filling them with the wants 
of others : and he goes on to say that he never had 
such views of Christ's love for his people, and of 
his willingness to heal their backslidings. No 
doubt in the very act of praying for others, our 
thoughts are drawn off that weary object ' self,' 
and even that is a benefit. And it may be that, 
while thus engaged, the Spirit of infinite love may 
reveal to us the great object of all, even our Lord 
Himself, who truly was our example in this, as in 
every other duty." . . . 

The above is written in the old free bold pen- 
manship. Shortly after it was despatched, a stroke 
of illness came that deprived his arm of much of its 
power, and rendered the effort to pen even a brief 
note, an arduous and uphill task. It is affecting 
to read the short and almost illegible letters that 
still found their way to this correspondent, and 
to trace in the feeble, tremulous hand, the touch- 
ing evidences of his unfailing interest. " I hope, 
dear friend, that you are returning to God through 
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the blood of the cross, not speaking or thinking 
about it, but doing it :" or again, " Much as I 
enjoyed my visit to R, it was chiefly valuable in 
bringing you and A. more prominently before my 
mind, and in reviving the interest which I feel 
in you both. It may not be much worth having, 
and yet it is worth something, as it brings me 
daily into contact with Omnipotence on your 
behalf" 

In October 1859, he visited Ireland, and entered 
with lively interest into the scenes of the religious 
revival of that year. The bitter cold of that in- 
clement season, and perhaps a little imprudent 
exposure, brought on another of those severe 
attacks of bronchitis, from which he was never 
free for many months together. He was treated 
with the truest kindness and consideration by the 
Eev. Mr. and Mrs. Macnaughton, whose guest 
he was. When able to travel he returned to 
Edinburgh, where he spent that winter and the 
next. 

Writing about this time to his old friend, Mr. C, 
he says, "... Since you are so kind as to inquire 
specially after my health, I may teU you that, no 
later than yesterday, I had my chest sounded by 
the doctor, as I feared that the other lung was • 
beginning to give way, but he reports that one 
sound and the other just in the same state as 
before; that is, the disease is not in an active state ; 
but I have little hope of ever being fit for work 
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again. I desire to believe, however, that all things 
work together for my good ; but, my dear C, do 
not suppose that I am able to maintain a spirit of 
submission at all times, for, on the contrary, my 
rebellious heart is ever prone to murmur ; and if 
there be any difference between us, it is solely 
owing to the grace of God. Your position, how- 
ever, is perhaps the more dangerous from being 
more prosperous ; and yet, a warning comes to 
you from your dear brother's deathbed, imploring 
you not to leave the great business of preparation 
to that hour. Ah, my dear friend, it has been 
truly said, that ' hell is paved with good intentions !' 
... I need not add more, except that I hope some- 
times to offer a prayer on your behalf, that you 
may be enabled to choose Christ as your portion, 
and then the riches and honours and pleasures of 
the world will lose their attractive influence over 
you." 

The small remnant of his remaining strength 
was used in the service of that Master to whom, 
in days of health, every talent had been unre- 
servedly devoted. Many in his circumstances 
would have been satisfied to rest now, without 
putting forth any active personal effort to win 
souls to Christ. But in spite of debility, breath- 
lessness, and want of voice, he sought out and 
visited regularly some of the poor and sick in 
Edinburgh. And oh 1 with what sweet irresist- 
ible force did the whisper of consolation and the 
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message of peace fall upon the ear of the mourner, 
when spoken by one so visibly a fellow-sufferer ! 
We know that in several instances he received 
signal encouragement in his work of faith and 
labour of love. The following note is addressed 
to a poor needle-woman in Edinburgh, and illus- 
trates his kindly remembrance of humble friends : — 

" Malvern, ^th February 1859. 

" My dear a., — ^My sister and I would like to 
know how you have been standing the winter, 
and if your cough is any better. You should take 
great care of yourself, and not work more than 
you can help, for stooping so much must be bad 
for your chest In the midst of all your troubles, 
however, I believe you enjoy the presence of the 
Saviour, and can say in all sincerity, * My beloved 
is mine, and I am his.' And if we have Him for 
our friend, we may rest assured that all things, 
pain and sickness, sleepless nights, and wearisome 
days, are working together for our good ; and in a 
very little while we shall have passed through all 
these, and entered on that 'better land' where 
there will be 'no more sickness, neither sorrow nor 
sighing, and the Saviour Himself will wipe away 
aU tears from our eyes.' . . . Begging you to accept 
of the enclosed, with my best wishes. — ^Believe 
me," etc. 

The attractiveness of his character, the loveabh- 
wess that rendered him an object of such deep 
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afifection to the inner circle of his friends, ex- 
tended its influence also over a wide circle in 
humble life; so that the tidings of his death filled 
many a lowly dwelling with mourning, and drew 
forth warm expressions of sorrowing lova 

The following chapter (for which I am indebted 
to a dear friend and relative) will furnish an iUus- 
tration of his success in the work of the Lord. 



CHAPTEE XVIL— 1860. 

" FAINT, YET PURSUING." 

In the autumn of 1860, Eobert Brown came 
to pay us a visit. Although more than usually 
feeble, and oppressed with the "sad languors" 
consequent on his bodily condition, yet never 
did he appear more animated by the Spirit of 
Christ, nor more intent on His service, than 
during those few weeks of unrestrained Christian 
intercourse, when the things of "the kingdom" 
became almost the only subject of conversation. 
" Surely this is heaven begun !" said one of the 
little company then met together ; and truly we 
felt that the Saviour was often present, talking 
with us, and opening to us the Scriptures. It 
was a time on which memory loves to dwell, and 
it will doubtless remain with us as a theme of 
praise and thanksgiving, when the communions 
of earth, with their manifold aUoys of infirmity 
and shortcoming, shaU have been exchanged for 
the perfect and uninterrupted fellowship of the 
saints in glory. 
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While his home was ' the closet/ in blessed com- 
munion with his Saviour and his God, he was ever 
ready for active emplojrment in the service of his 
Divine Master ; but of late years his increasing 
debility had deepened the reserve, and intensified 
the sensitiveness of his natural character, render- 
ing it difficult for him to approach the imgodly in 
their strongholds of imbelief and worldlinesa The 
glow of his spiritual affections was chilled, and 
their outgoings restrained, by contact with those 
to whom the subject was distasteful, and who 
evinced their indifference by the coldness with 
which any allusion to it was received ; yet not the 
less fervent were his pleadings with God in their 
behalf, nor the less earnest his anxiety that all 
men should be saved. 

'To all who had ears to hear he loved to com- 
mend the Saviour, and as there had been recently 
a religious awakening in our neighbourhood, he 
expressed his desire to visit any of the young per- 
sons who had been brought to the knowledge of 
the truth, or those in any circumstances of trouble 
or anxiety about their souls, whom he might pos- 
sibly help by advice or encouragement. He was 
directed, among others, to one of the latter class, 
an aged pilgrim, who had long been walking in 
spiritual darkness. He visited her constantly ; he 
read and conversed with her, endeavouring, by 
every method of argument and persuasion, to draw 
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her thoughts from herself to the all-sufficient 
Saviour. Although his efforts and prayers failed 
to bring her to the light, they were not wholly 
fruitless, for many a time she speaks with emotion 
of his earnest soothing words, which often fell like 
a simbeam on her heart — ^though, alas ! the clouds 
i-etumed to settle over her spirit, never perhaps 
to be dispelled " till the day break and the sha- 
dows flee away," and the morning of that long, 
long day without clouds or night dawn. 

Although the subject of this memoir had not the 
satisfaction of receiving an answer to his prayers 
and endeavours in behalf of this poor woman, 
the Lord was pleased to honour in a remarkable 
manner his work in the case of another person to 
whom his attention was especially directed ; this 
person, though respectable in chamcter, and with- 
out reproach as to conduct, had as yet been " a 
stranger to grace and to God," but at the revival 
prayer-meetings which had been held some time 
previously in the village, she had been observed 
as a regular attendant. As her time was fully 
occupied at home, it was evident that she must 
have often broken through hindrances to attend 
the meetings, and her fixed attention, and thought- 
ful, anxio\is, and melancholy expression of coun- 
tenance during the various addresses, seemed to 
indicate a soul imder deep concern, but without 
comfoit, peace, or joy. 
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The story of her conversion to God, and the 
means which He was pleased to employ for that 
end, are best described in her own words : — 

" In my early years I was a thoughtless and a 
giddy girl, never thinking of my precious soul ; if 
ever I thought of prayer, it was in seasons of trial 
or disappointments. I would continue so for a 
short time, and then it would pass away like the 
morning cloud and tl^e early dew, and continued to 
be so till, at the death of my dear father, I became 
more deeply impressed and really concerned about 
my immortal souL Oh, I thought, what must I 
do to be saved I I would read my Bible mor^ 
and I would pray more, and the Lord would have 
mercy on me ! I went to prayer-meetings and to 
the Bible class, trying by all means to make my 
filthy rags fit to appear before a just and a holy 
Ood. Alas! I was constantly reminded of my 
sinfulness by the Holy Spirit bringing home those 
awful truths to my conscience : * Cursed is every 
one that continueth not in all things that are 
written in the book of the law to do them.' And 
also, ' Whoso committeth one sin is guilty of alL' 
These truths weighed so heavy on my mind; I was 
perfectly bowed down ; my health gave way under 
it ; my pillow was wet with weeping in the night. 
I began to feel there was no help in myself. This 
state of mind continued for two years, till the 
Lord, in His great mercy, was pleased to send His 
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servant, Mr. Brown. On his first visit he had 
little opportunity of speaking to me, but he left 
a tract: its title was Believe and Live, This I read 
with great earnestness and prayer. The Lord 
showed me then that I was an unbeliever, and 
that I was trusting to my own work. I read it 
again and again. Light began to dawn on my 
soul; but it was only light to show my sinful 
self. My misery increased. I read my Bible, and 
poured out my heart to Grod, but found no peace. 
I was wretched and miserable ; ray soul crying out 
for some one to unburden itself of its load. Mr. 
Brown called again. I could not speak of my 
state of mind to him for fear that he would be 
shocked at my sinfulness. He directed me to 
seek the Pearl of great price. He left a little 
book, its title. Go and tell Jestis. The passage 
was on John's disciples telling Jesus about the 
death of their master. The Holy Spirit enabled 
me to do this. I told Jesus all things, in hopes 
He would forgive me, and have mercy on me. 
When Mr. Brown called again he brought a little 
book, and sat down, and read about God's justice 
being satisfied, the law was satisfied, and Christ 
was satisfied. Are you satisfied ? ' It is finished' 
feU from his lips, piercing my inmost souL That 
was an arrow sent by God through His servant to 
my heart. The scales fell from sightless eyes, 
when I saw Jesus bleeding and dying on the cross 
for ME ; for my sins pronouncing these words, ' It 
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is finished,' with His dying breath. My soul was 
stripped of its filthy rags. I saw I had nothing to do 
but to believe what Jesus had done for me. When 
Mr. Brown went out, I knelt in prayer and praise 
to God. Those precious words made me rejoice 
with joy unspeakable and full of glory. My lips 
trembled, my whole body shook with joy; the 
light of truth flashed upon my mind ; all old 
things had passed away, and aU things became 
new. Then Satan was busy with me, to keep me 
from telling what the Lord had done for my Soul. 
I straggled hard to find suitable words to express 
my joy in finding Jesus as my substitute and my 
righteousness. When Mr. Brown came again — ^it 
was his last visit — I gave him to understand that 
he had been the means in God's hand in bringing 
me to Jesus. Oh the joy that spread over his cabn 
countenance ! He then knelt down with me in 
praise and thanksgiving to God for condescending 
to use means to save a perishing sinner. He told 
me that he had been heavy in heart, as he was so 
weak in health, and able to do so little for Jesus ; 
and by this, Jesus had turned his sorrow into joy. 
He was always so like his Master ; his delight was 
to do His wilL He continued to be my best 
earthly friend, helping me much by his prayers, 
and enabling me to clothe poor children to bring 
them within the hearing of the gospel His mind 
seemed always so full of Jesus, that he counted 
all things but loss that he might win Christ. He 
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was always adorned with deep humility, though 
he was a gentleman and me a poor ignorant girL 
I never felt a restraint in writing to him, or con- 
versing with him. He continued to watch over 
me as with a father's care, exhorting me to look 
constantly to Jesus and His finished work for 
salvation to my soul. His death was sad news 
to me 1" 

A few extracts from letters to this young per- 
son will illustrate the interest he continued to 
take in her spiritual history : — 



«« October 1860. 

"... Tou are now under the teaching of God ; 
but as He condescends to work by means, and 
has told us to exhort one another daily, I will 
try to say a few words to you, by way of warning 
as well as of encouragement. You will find it of 
the greatest importance ever to bear in mind what 
it was that first gave you solid peace. It was not 
your prayers, nor your repentance, your study of 
the Bible, nor anything that you could see in 
yourself at all ; no, it was the sight of Jesus 
and His finished work that lifted the weight from 
your burdened conscience : it was that which gave 
you peace at the moment of your conversion, and 
it is that alone which will give you peace through 
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the whole of your Christian course, until you 
stand before the throne in glory. Peace and joy 
come from believing ; not from working or praying, 
or any act of our own, but believing what God 
says, that He has ' laid on Jesus the iniquity of 
us all' Now, it is the peat object of Satan to 
attack our faith — ^to draw away the mind from 
Jesus, and to fix it on self ; and I daresay he has 
already been trying you in this way, leading you 
to trust in your own frames and feelings of joy at 
conversion, instead of in Christ; and thus your 
eye may have been turned from Him and fixed on 
self. At any rate, Satan will try you in this way. 
It is well, therefore, that you should be prepared 
for his assaults. The grand point is, to get the 
mind filled with Christ; and with this view it is 
most important to make the Gospels our constant 
study ; so that reading the narrative of His life, our 
eyes may be opened, under the teaching of God's 
Spirit, to see the beauty of His character, and 
especially the glory of His grace, in stooping from 
heaven to earth that He might save sinners. If 
we can only in this way keep 'looking unto 
Jesus,' our hearts will be so full of Him that self 
will be forgotten, and we shall be constrained to 
live to Him who, though He was rich, for our 
sakes became poor, that we through His poverty 
might be made rich. Oh, study the grace of the 
Lord Jesus ! 
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a 

" November 1860. 

"... If our eyes were only steadily fixed upon 
Christ, how would all our difficulties melt away ! 
But we are apt to pore over our own hearts, and 
to listen to the suggestions of the devil (who 
magnifies the might and malice of our enemies), 
instead of acting as Jehoshaphat did, 2d Chronicles, 
20 th chapter : ' We have no might against this 
great company that cometh against us ; neither 
know we what to do : but our eyes are upon thee ;' 
and see what a victory he obtained ! for the battle 
then became the. Lord's, and He got all the glory. 
And so it will be with us, if we only go forth 
strong in the Lord and in the power of His 
might." 

nL 

" February 1861. 

"... I am glad that the little book on prayer 
was found suitable, for I had some doubts about 
it, as it is not from man's teaching that we can 
learn to pray : the great thing is to have the Spirit 
of God in our heart, who prompts desires that are 
agreeable to His will, and gives us the words of 
prayer also, which I believe are always the sim- 
plest ; and the prayer is most edifying to others 
when expressed in the most childlike language. If 
fine words are used, we are taken up thinking about 
t?iem, instead of the thoughts which they are in- 
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tended to express, as you have felt in your prayer 
meeting. ^It is all-important, therefore, that we 
should pray in the Spirit, which we cannot do 
unless we cherish a sense of His presence at all 
times, and not only in the * still hour' of devotion. 
How apt we are to forget this ! " 

IV. 

''March 1861. 

"... We are sometimes apt to think, that in 
order to be humbled we must look into our own 
hearts and discover their vileness : but it is not 
so ; only by looking to Christ, and especially to 
His marvellous love, can true humility be obtained. 
You will be a happy Christian if you keep your 
eye fixed on Christ and His fulness. This is the 
great lesson, to come empty-handed that we may 
be filled, for we are always seeking something to 
bring with us, instead of resting simply on His 
own invitation and promise, 'Open thy mouth wide, 
and I will GR it.' ' My God shall supply all your 
need, according to His riches in glory by Christ 
Jesus.' " 

V. 

** January 1862. 

"... Your account of is very poor, and 

yet by her own confession she is not obeying the 
Saviour's command, ' Look unto me, and be saved.' 
She says she has long been lodking, but cannot see. 
Now the promise says nothing about seeing, it is 
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only to the looking soul For instance, you stand 
at her little window, and point at that hill on the 
other side of the water, and ask her to look at it ; 
she strains her glazed eyes across the Firth, but 
says she can see nothing like a hill. You say, 
' Look again, it is quite plain;' and she replies; * No, 
I am looking a^ hard as I can, and I canr see no- 
thing.' Now, it would be much more satisfactory 
to her if she could see the hilL She is annoyed 
that she cannot, when you can see it so plainly; — 
and it is just so in a spiritual way. It would be 
delightful to her soul if she could see Jesus with 
the eye of faith, as Stephen did (Acts viL 56), or 
even as many Christians do now, and rejoice in 
the sight ; but they are not a bit saf^ on that 
account than those who look but cannot see, for 
the promise is addressed to those that simply 
look; and looking means turning the thoughts and 
the wishes and the prayers towards Jesus, which 

knows she does both night and day. It 

may not be so in her case, which is somewhat 
peculiar; but generally, I believe, that those who 
look steadily and constantly wiU see at length, 
the Holy Spirit taking the veil from the eyes and 
revealing Jesus ; but whether or not, our duty is 
plain, to continue looking much at Him as our 
Surety, who by His life on earth has worked out 
an obedience for us, and by His death has endured 
our penalty. Ah, yes ; it is to lay hold on HiDfi 
as our righteousness, so that in drawing near to 
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God, we come pleading the infinite merit of the 
God-man as our title to His favour, and to heaven 
itself, and then looking at His precious blood- 
shedding hy which all our sins are washed away. 
I believe we should be ever looking thus at the 
blood and righteousness of Christ as the only 
means of keeping the conscienice clear from guilt. 
Sometimes we may be tempted to wish that we 
could foim something like a proper estimate of 
the. value of these two, which is no doubt a good 
wish; but it is by believing what Gtoi says about 
them that we are justified, not in what we think 
about them ; and he says, ' He is well pleased for 
His righteousness' sake' (Is. xlii 21) ; and that 
His blood ' cleanseth from all sin' (1 John L 7) ; 
and what satisfies a Being of infinite holiness, may 
well satisfy vs. Yet it often fails. We want to 
1)ring forward something of our own, which, by 
adding to Christ's work, may, we think, make our 
peace with God; but unless our conscience be 
kept clear by a firm reliance on the finished work 
of the God-man, we shall never serve Him with a 
loving ieart." 



CHAPTEK XVIII. —1861-1863. 

LAST ILLNESS AND DEATH. 

The summer of 1861 was spent by my brother 
principally in visiting the Highlands of Scotland, 
and in a tour to the English lakes and Ireland 
His diary, written regularly, reveals the same 
keen admiration of nature, the same delicate 
appreciation of her beauties, that of old, in other 
cHmes, drew from his pen such vivid descriptions. 
He travelled as a Christian, scattering in his 
wanderings the good seed of life as he had oppor- 
tunity. He distributed tracts and books, and in 
many an unexpected corner came into contact 
with believing hearts. .With these his spirit held 
refreshing communion, and he went on his way 
thanking God. 

''Kcnmore, 17 th June. — , , . Had a talk with 
a man in the yard. He does not seem to be a 
religious man, but witnesses to the work here, 
where he has been for twenty-five years. Not 
one glass of whisky drunk now compared to 
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* 

twelve formerly. . . . Thus have I left sweet 
Kenmore, where God enabled me to do more for 
Him than elsewhere ; but how little is my heart 
fiUed with gratitude !" 

" Killin, 2Qth June. — ... God brought me 
in His providence into contact with one of the 
servants. She complains of her many temp- 
tations in the inn ; left with her ' Weaver/ 
and for her friend the barmaid 'Believe and 
Live/" . 

" Lochearnhead, 1st July, — . . . Went down 
to see Jeanie again. She was for ten years in 
much darkness, but now when tempted she says 
to Satan, * Christ is mine, begone !' There is much 
in this appropriation ; hence her unifbrm cheer- 
fulness." 

These short extracts sufiBce to manifest the 
habitual bent of his mind. 

The following letter, addressed to a missionary 
friend whom he met in Ireland, shows that a 
cloud of heaviness sometimes rested on his soul 
during these last years of bodily weakness. While 
in the cloud, he could ^ot always distinguish 
between what was spiritual, and what was simply 
physical, in his experience : — 

"Edinburgh, 2Sth March 186L 

" Dear Mr. T., — ... I am glad to learn that 
God has given you some tokens of His favour in 
your work among the navvies. You have not 
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been blessed to the extent you expected; but 
when disposed to munnur on this account, is it 
not well for us, dear friend, to estimate the value 
of one soul saved, — more precious in God's sight 
than the whole material universe ? Ah, yes ! we 
have need to learn the value of an immortal 
spirit ; and where can we do this so well as at the 
foot of the cross? I see you feel the want of 
Christian society in your present sphere of labour ; 
yet may not this be intended to bring you nearer 
to the Lord himself ? You did not enter upon it 
without asking His guidance ; and being satisfied 
therefore that you are in the path of duty, you 
may be sure that He will supply aU your need 
out of His own fulness ; and I daresay you have 
often felt that the society even of Christian 
friends has an injurious effect on the soul, which 
communion with Jesus never can have. As for 
myself, I have been passing through the valley of 
humiliation for many months, ' in heaviness 
through manifold temptations ;' but I hope God 
will yet bring me through, and enable me to re- 
joice in His salvation. My present lesson seems 
to be, to study tjie finished work of Jesus, and to 
learn His preciousness in view of my o\^ vile* 
ness, especially the value of that * blood that 
cleanseth from all sin.*" ... 

To an »old friend and brother-merchant, in cir- 
cumstances of bereavement, he writes : — 
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** Hotel, Lochearnhead, June 28. 

" My dear E., — . . . However little we may 
think of religious views when the world smiles 
upon us, we are ready to resort to them when the 
cup of affliction is given us to drink ; or rather, I 
• should say, to resort to Him who can strengthen 
us then, even after all our neglect of Him at other 
seasons. This, I doubt not, you have found now, . 
my dear R, though it maybe amid many tempta- 
tions from the evil one that this comfort is not 
for you ; and if your faith has been enabled to 
follow your dear mother into the other world, 
realizing that all that you loved in her stiU con- 
tinues to exist, I am sure the thought has given 
you much comfort ; for I can't help thinking it is 
this bounding our thoughts by the grave that is 
at the root of much of our unbelief — at least, I 
know it is in my own case — ^not realizing that 
this life is but a moment, and that the other life 
is one that never, never ends. This is a trite say- 
ing, but it is not easy to receive it into the heart. 
If men felt it there, they would be stirred up to 
make sure of an interest in Christ. I heard a 
good thing in an address the other day, which I 
repeat to you, because it impressed me much at 
the time. The person was speaking on that 
parable ' of the marriage supper (Matthew xxii.), 
describing the perfect freeness of the gospel offer 
on God's part, which men may in part believe ; 

2 A 
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but then they say, * That may be true ; God is all 
ready, but I am quite miready/ (Dear friend, 
you have said this in your heart, and so have I 
many a time.) He said, ' This is all true ; you 
are quite unready, and that is the very reason you 
are a fit object for Christ to save, for not one of 
those people that came to that wedding was ready. 
They came in their rags, just as they were, and 
after they came, were made ready by receiving 
the wedding-garment ; so the sinner is pressed to 
1^ hold of Christ now, with faith or without faith, 
just as he is ; and when he cries, Lord, save me 1 
then Christ pardons him, clothes him with His 
own righteousness, and makes him an heir of 
heaven.' And the reason of all this is, dear friend, 
that heaven — eternal glory — is just as free as the 
light of yonder sun to every one who will accept 
it. Oh that you would believe this, dear B. ! what 
comfort it would give you ! how it would gild 
many of your dreary hours when you feel the want 
of her sympathizing smile and loving heart ! " 

The quiet wanderings of this summer, with their 
easy stages and frequent halting-places, were pecu- 
liarly beneficial to his health. But on his arrival 
in London on the 7th October, the following entry 
occurs in his journal : — " Came to London with 
cough ; great mercy in finding comfortable quar- 
ters. Marvellous goodness of God in reducing the 
' pulse from 120 to 98 in one night. I desire to 
acknowledge His gracious hand." 
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** Oct. 2lst — Went and saw Dr. Williams, who 
was most kind and interested. Desire in this to 
recognise God's mercy, for He has all hearts in 
His keeping." 

Next day he left London for St Leonards by 
the advice of Dr. Williams. He wds alona " You 
win perhaps think it strange that I do not weary," 
he writes, " but I am mercifully kept from that." 
He continues in a cheerful strain : " There are a 
vast number of carriage-people here — Lord and 
Lady G., Lady B. B., etc. I fear that I passed off 
for one myself to-day, for on going into a tailor's 
shop very quietly, the man continually accosted 
me as ' my lord.' One might have thought it a 
piece of opening civility or a joke, but when this 
continued during the whole interview, — ' and you'll 
send it down 'to-night,' 'yes, my lord,' — it was 
rather trying to one's gravity, being my first and 
only appearance in that character. It may be that 
my appearance was more than usually aristocratic, 
f jom the elegant cut of a London coat to which I 
have just treated myself; but even that would 
scarcely justify the mistake, for I have passed 
the man's shop very frequently since I came 
here." 

The key to his spiritual life at this time may 
be found in a letter to a relative, dated 20th De- 
cember : — " I desire to make His finished work 
oil* the Cross my daily study ; and while doing so, 
would try to rest my soul on such texts as, * The 
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Lord hath laid on him the iniquity of us all ;' or, 
* He Himself bare our sins in His own body on 
the tree ;' for if I can believe from day to day 
such a truth as this, my dying day will just fol- 
low like my other living days, and there will be 
no fear to pass even into the presence of a holy 
God, because there is no condemnation to those 
whose sins have been borne by Christ." 

He was not long in making new friends at 
St. Leonards, who cheered his solitude by their 
visits, and who conversed with him concerning the 
things of the kingdom. One of these dear friends, 
Edward Leathes, Esquire, whose friendship he 
deeply valued, writes thus : — 

** NORMANSTONE, LoWESTOFT, 

February I6th, 1866. 

"... It was somewhere about the end of 1861 
that I became acquainted with your brother. I 
first saw him at the church in Hastings, of which 
the Eev. Mr. Vores is the minister, and was much' 
struck with his appearance, and the marked atten- 
tion that he gave to the words that fell from that 
devoted servant of God. I felt my heart drawn 
towards him, as I thought then that he was not 
to be here long. Our acquaintance soon ripened 
into a loving friendship. I used frequently to call 
on him ; at times he would sit by the sea-shore, 
and the chief theme of our conversation was the 
precious blood of Jesus, and its healing efl&cacyto 
the sinner's souL He was never weary convers- 
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ing on the merits of Jesus. . . . From Hastings I 
went to Brighton, but we kept up our correspond- 
ence, and he was much interested in what inter- 
ested me there, viz., the formation of a cabman's 
home; and in an endeavour to promulgate the 
gospel among the soldiers (my own profession). 
The Lord put it into his heart to send me £10 for 
these objects, and again he repeated the gift by 
sending another cheque for the same amount. His 
only restriction was that I should not make known 
the name of the giver. I sent him an account 
of the money laid out, and the only notice he took 
of my stewardship was, by sending me another 
cheque for £20. Only yesterday I gave 2s. 6d. to 
a poor widow, telling her it came fron^ * a friend 
in Paradise.' "... 

In the spring of 1862, a louder call came to him 
than any he had yet received. A paralytic attack 
shook the feeble earthly tabernacle to its founda- 
tion, and henceforth he walked as in the shadow 
of death, and in full sight of an open grave. His 
right side was affected, and although strangers 
and casual observers noticed little outward change, 
he never regained the proper use of his arm ; and 
his correspondence — so many years a talent care- 
fully laid out for God's glory — ^was now all but 
closed. His form became more shadowy, his step 
more feeble. Still there was the same spirit of 
thankfulness. " You see I can't write," he says 
in a letter at this time, " but I have all the will to 
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do so, and I hope it may yet please God to give 
me the full use of my arm. I am indeed thank- 
ful that it is no worse, and free from pain. These 
are journeying mercies, but it is only a journey, 
and will soon be over with some of us." More 
than that, he felt he could say of the border land 
whither he had been led, that "mighty lessons 
had been graven on his soul," by Him whose 
" teachings come with special power" during the 
slow and silent hours of Nature's weakness. 
Afterwards he spoke of this time at Hastings 
as an era in his spiritual history ; and in all grati- 
tude, while in deep humility, says, " I believe I 
know now what the higher life is by experience." 
He did obtain a clearer insight into the efficacy 
of the blood of sprinkling, or, as he himself ex- 
presses it, he " learned to take God's estimate of 
that blood." The loving and wise Christian coun- 
sel of Mr. Leathes, and the published journal of a 
dear friend in India, contributed to this result, 
and were blessed by God to elevate his faith, and 
to raise his walk to a still, holier consistency. 
He returned to Edinburgh in the beginning of 
summer. 

TO EDWARD S. LEATHES, ESQ. 

" 4, Chahlottb Square, Edinburgh, 
2Sth June 1862. 

"My DEAR Friend, — Though I cannot write 
much or well, I feel that I must send you a few 
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lines, if only to express my gratitude to you and 
•Mrs. Leathes for all your kindness and attention 
to me at Hastings. How very kind you were in 
coming to keep me company in my solitude, and 
to speak to me about the best things ! How much 
I needed your Christian counsel ! God bless you 
for all you Aid. I think it has not been in vain. 
I think that the Spirit of God is enabling me to 
look more to Jesus, and to trust more in His blood. 
And as He ever 'gives more grace,' I look for 
greater things. I have certainly received a call 
at Hastings to set my house in order, like Heze- 
kiah, for ' I shall die and not live.' It may not 
be immediate, but we know that the time is short, 
only a * moment,' compared with the eternity that 
lies beyond." . . . 

It was the wonder of many that the thread of 
life did not snap 8U3under, so worn did it seem. 
But fragile as he looked, and far spent as was his 
strength, only with life did his Christian labours 
cease. Most touching it is to read the hardly- 
legible pencilled notes in his diary, of visits paid 
to the hospital and to sick people in Edinburgh, 
and to see the record of his constant intercosBlonB 
on behalf of friends and relatives. 

" Oct, 2dth, afternoon. — Hospital Gavo some 
of the tracts ; ' Kailway accident/ God's k^*^^^'"^'^'* 
to me there. 2dth, — Hospital. Gnsatly IujIikhI, 
Must spend time in prayer before no'um, 

"Nov, 7^^.— Called at City MiBMioa. Kngftgod 
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with B. to go to Cowgate next week. Wl, — ^Visited 
B., Mrs. H., and B., also ar Mrs. M*G. Much 
helped A woman, who had just lost a child, 
came into Mrs. H.'s ; helped in speaking to her. 

" Dec, \st — Went to see a man in Grassmarket 
2d. — ^Went to see woman in Home Street who has 
lost her child. Seems aware of her need : — ^the 
blood. Uh. — Went afterwards to close off Canon- 
gate; and although much afraid, was greatly 
helped by a faithful Grod." 

From the same diary we learn that bodily lan- 
guor gave occasionally a. sad tinge to his spiritual 
experience. 

'* Dec, \2th. — ^Very depressed and low; but I 
believe it is in answer to prayer. It is in this 
way that I shall be brought into conformity with 
Jesus. . . . Driven away from texts to the Father. 

" Jan. 7th, — In the house all day — very low — 
trying to look to the Sin-bearer, llth. — In bed 
till eleven. Sympathy of Christ. God seems to be 
teaching me my need of the Humanity of Christ. 
I3th, — In house — ^very low — it may be that God 
is beating me off self, in every form, that I may 
look to Jesus as a Mediator, l^th, — Letters from 
Mr. Leathes and Mrs. R D. Much kindness in 
both. I am altogether unworthy of it." 

One of the last entries is — " Sacrament. Little 
joy at the Table ; but I believe that Jesus will 
bless me still, because he says so : ' I will water 
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it every moment/ etc. * I will betroth thee unto 
me for ever/ " 

The Bible was more than ever his constant 
companion ; passages were pored over and fed 
upon for hours at a time. He has left copious 
Bible notes for which we have no space, but which 
demonstrate how carefully, how diligently, in 
former years, he perused the Word of God. Lat- 
terly he read little besides ; it seemed almost an 
effort foT his mind during the last dying year of 
his life to grasp or take in any human composition. 

Only one more letter we insert ; it is addressed 
to a friend for whom he feared that the sunshine 
of great temporal prosperity might dazzle his 
spiritual vision and prevent his apprehending the 
true light Its length cost him a great effort : — 

"Mayrn House, Ut Sept 1862. 

" My dear C, — ^Tour welcome letter reached 
me last night, and gave me a new errand to the 
throne of grace on your behalf. I almost wonder 
at your writing to me ; and I wonder more at the 
tone of your letters. There is much that is hope- 
ful in them. With aU your fortune, you have 
still a desire for better things. A desire ! but will 
it lead to action ? It may be that your case is 
that of the prodigal ' when he came to himself,' 
and desired to return, and even made up his mind 
what words he would use to his father when he 
came back. He might have done all this, how- 
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ever, and still stopped short of returning, and 
been lost. * But he arose and came to his father/ 
Ah ! that 's conversion — coming to Christ And 
what a reception he meets with ! He is driven 
back from sheer necessity, not from willing choice; 
but it is all the same to the father. He is so 
rejoiced to see him back, that he won't inquire 
into the cause. He runs out to meet his son, and, 
filthy and degraded though he be, clasps him to 
his bosom — he won't even hear his confession — ^he 
stops him short with, ' Bring forth the best robe.' 
Oh that you would thus return ! Satan may tell 
you that you don't feel enough penitence; but 
have you enough to feel that you are not worthy 
to be called a child of God ? Then return, dear 
friend ! He is waiting to be gracious, is out look- 
ing for you, and, hefort you confess your sin, will 
pardon you. The grace of Christ is omnipotent, 
and you must lean on that to keep you from the 
snares of the world. ... I did not think of sending 
you another letter, but the subject has been again 
before me this morning, and as life is uncertain, and 
time is short, I thought I would write you a line or 
two. You will pardon what may seem presump- 
tion, and believe in the affectionate regard of," etc. - 

His younger sister arrived from India in the 
September of 1863,^ and the old unbroken circle 
gathered round the family fireside. It was a gra- 

^ In the first edition this date was printed 1862 by mistake. 
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cious thought from the Heavenly Father's heart 
of love thus to penixit one more meeting before 
the great parting came. "What a privilege and joy- 
it was to sit side by side with him once again at 
the Communion Table in October ! He was no 
more to drink of the fruit of that vine until he 
reached his Father's kingdom above. When the 
next sacramental season came round, he was 
stretched on his deathbed, about to take his place 
at the marriage-supper of the Lamb. 

The summer of 1863 had been marked by much 
nervous suffering, caused by the diseased state 
of the heart. And as autumn faded into winter, 
there were faint symptoms of declining strength, 
and loving hearts noted sorrowfully that the short 
wallfs taken a few months ago were felt too long 
to be attempted now, and little things were quietly 
left undone from inability to do them. When 
the year closed in, the shadow of a great trial 
had fallen upon the family home, for the beloved 
father and head of the household was sick unto 
death, and the physicians gave little or no hope 
of recovery. Upon none did this overwhelming 
intelligence fall more heavily than upon him, to 
whom his father had been an object of intense 
affection all his life. The tie that bound the two 
together had ever been a love passing the common 
love of father and son. Weeks of suspense and 
anxiety followed ; and although the near prospect 
of this terrible bereavement swallowed up most 
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other thoughts, the whispered dread sometimes 
found words : " This great soirrow, these alterna- 
tions of hope and fear, will tell too sm^ely upon 
Eobert." Day by day he spent hours beside his 
father^s couch, speaking a word of comfort, or 
quoting a favourite verse of Scripture. Nor did 
these loving ministratious cease until the ear of 
the dear invalid was sealed to the sounds of earth. 
Then, as if his work were done, sickness set in on 
Saturday the 30th January. The next day he 
was confined to bed with a bad attack of bron- 
chitis, and forbidden to speak. Only an occasional 
word showed that he was Staying himself on the 
sure Refuge. His eldei: sister remarked to him 
on Monday evening, how soothing at such a time 
was the kindness and affection manifested* by 
friends. " Yes," he said ; " but oh, if we could 
only more fully realize the sympathy of Jesus !" 
The three nights of this short illness were full of 
tossings to and fro, and characterized by a sleep- 
less restlessness painful to witness. On the last 
night the doctor ordered a sleeping-draught. 

-Aiid now in the chamber above that in which 
he lay, there was heard the cry, "Behold, the 
Bridegroom cometh ! '* And there closed the drama 
of a useful and honoured life, as our father's spirit 
returned to God. 

When all was over it was thought inexpedient 
to teU Eobert that night, in the hope that he 
might enjoy some benefit from the opiate he had 
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taken. All felt it would be a bitter task to 
unfold tile mourufuL tidings in the morning; but 
no need was there for, mortal lips to break to him 
the sad intelligence. As if some spirit- whisper 
had reached him, his words to the first person 
who entered his room next morning were, *rAt 
what hour did my father^die ?" 

That morning the cough gradually subsided, 
the expectoration almost entirely ceased, and 
amid the deep gloom of that smitten household, 
there was this faint solace, that at least Eobert 
was going on well. The watchers at his side little 
knew that such symptoms were but the breaking 
of the wheel at the cistern, that the struggle was 
well-nigh over, that the last billow of life's stormy 
sea was even then bearing the worn-out sufferer 
to the haven of rest. The last words of sacred 
writ that fell upon his ear were Eev. vii 13, 
"And one of the elders answered, saying unto 
me, "What are these which are arrayed in white 
robes? and whence came they?" etc. Two hours 
more, and he would for ever leave behind him the 
soiled garments of earth, and arrayed in white 

■ 

robes, stand with that multitude before the throne 
of God. Very exhausted he lay, drawing long 
labouring respirations; but even then, when a 
summons to luncheon came, observing it was not 
heeded by the friend beside him, all forgetful of 
self and mindful of others, as he ever was, he 
asked in feeble accents, "Are you not going too ?" 
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Shortly afterwards Jie spoke to his elder sister of 
his dear father's funeral, questioned her concern- 
ing every particular, asked who were invited to 
be there, adding, ''I should like much to be 
present." 

And he was indeed to be present ; not taking 
part in the last sad solemn rites, or occupying his 
post among the mourners, but lying side by side 
with the dead. 

An hour afterwards, he said suddenly to the 
watcher by his bed, " I think my pulse is getting 
very low." She started up and took hold of his 
hand. It felt icy cold. " You do not feel faint V* 
she asked, with trembling accents, as an agonizing 
suspicion of the truth came upon her. " No, but 
very weak," he answered ; and then the alarm 
was given : the doctor was hastily summoned, 
and almost immediately stood by the bedside. 
Around that bed, all his nearest relatives had 
gathered now, overwhelmed with grief at the 
prospect of this 'second blow, paralysed by the 
suddenness of the shock, and unable to believe 
that it could be really true. Surely the angel of 
death is not again within twenty-four hours to 
visit this stricken home ; it is only a fit of ex- 
haustion, he will recover yet ! Eestoratives were 
called for, and with difficulty swallowed. The 
doctor ordered hot applications to the limbs : all 
in vain ; warmth was never again to return to 
the tenement of clay. A deep sigh, a simple 
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folding of the hands together, as if composing 
himself for slumber, and then, without a struggle, 
he fell asleep in Jesus. When all was over, his 
sister turned to the doctor, and exclaimed, in 
spite of her deep agony, ' Oh, who could mourn 
for him ! he has made a blessed exchange, if any 
ever did.' 

Yes. * We give Thee humble and hearty 
thanks :' that laboured breath is hushed and quiet 
now. The anxious frown of pain has passed for 
ever from that marble brow ; the restless tossings 
of those last few days are stilled. For him now, 
no more pain, no more depression, no more sin, 
no heart-breaking sense of loss filling his home 
with darkness; no mourning for the beloved dead. 
Already his longing soul has drunk deep draughts 
of the Water of life ; already the weary one has 
found rest in the land of everlasting peace. 
Even now that voice, so long constrained to be 
mute on earth when praise was sung, takes part 
in the melody of Heaven, and joins the anthem 
of the blood- bought choir. And now he gazes eye 
to eye upon the King in his beauty, and beholds 
with rapture the unveiled countenance of Him, 
whom having not seen, he so truly loved. 

As the mourning group turned to look again on 
the countenance of the dead, the uppermost thought 
most surely was, that here indeed the sting was 
taken away, and a victory gained. Never did death 
present a fairer picture, or consent to leave on any 



